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FAIR  INCONSTANT. 


A 


As  it  is  ACTED  at  the 

Theatre  Royal,  by  Her 
Majeftys  Servants. 


To  which  is  Added  the 

WALKING  STATUE: 

OR,  THE  _  | 

■  Devil  in  the  Wine-Cellar. 

FARC  .E. 

Written  by  Mr.  H  I  L  L. 

- - - -  Facia nt  graviora ,  cooBa 

Imperio  fexus ,  minimumqne  Libidine  peccant .  Juv.  Sat.  6 . 
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L  0  N  D  0  N,  Printed  for  Bernard  Lintott,  at  the  Crop -Keys  be¬ 
twixt  the  Two  Temple-Gates  j  and  Egbert  Sanger,  at  the  Pofi - 
Hoi  if c  at  the  Middle  Temple-Gate ,  in  Flee  t free  t. 
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TO  THE 

*  _  t 

\  h 

Mofl  Noble  the  Marquis  of  Kent, 
Lord  Chamberlain  of  Her  Majejl/s 
Houjhold,  &c.  - 


My  Lord, 

THat  diftinguifhing  Nobleman,  who 
firft  did  me  the  Honour  of  an 
Introduction  to  Your  Lordlhips 
Knowledge  ,  and  was  pleas’d  to  recom¬ 
mend  a  Tragedy  of  mine,  knew  well,  that 
the  Politenelsof  yourTafte,  as  well  as  the 
Dignity  of  your  Office,  mark’d  .you  out 
as  a  Perfon  doubly  qualify ’d  for  the  Pa¬ 
tronage  of  Rich  Labours,  as  not  meeting 
their  old  Encouragement  from  the  hu¬ 
mour  of  the  Many  ,  mull:  be  oblig'd 
to  leek  it  from  the  Judgment  of  the 
Few. 

A  2 
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The  Dedication. 

I  remember,  ’twas  Your  Lordfhip’s 
Opinion,  that  Tragedy,  in  general,  woud 
for  fome  time  be  lefe  fiiccelsful  on  the 
Stage,  than  in  the  Clofet.  The  Town 
has  been  as  favourable  to  me,  as  I  coud 
prefume  to  wifli,  when  a  Perfon  of  Your 
Lordfliip’s  Penetration  had  pafs’d  that 
judgment  on  the  Subject ;  and  if  the 
Play  may  now  receive  the  private  Ho¬ 
nour  of  pleating  you  in  the  perufal ,  I 
ihall  look  upon  its  Succels  as  compleated 
in  the  higheft  manner,  and  may  thence 
take  encouragement  to  endeavour  at  Co¬ 
medy  ,  the  eajieft  way  of  pleafing,  in  my 
weak  Opinion. 

I  prefent  this  Poem  to  Your  Hands , 
not  only,  as  an  Offering  of  Refpetf,  but 
as  a  Debt  of  Duty.  It  is  the  firft  Dra- 
matick  <  Effay  I  have  made  publick,  and 
cou’d  therefore  feck  no  other  Patron  , 
without  a  manifeft  Injuftice  to  Your  Lord- 
fliip  ,  under  whole  Judicious  Direction 
the  Drama  flouri  flies,  and  to  whole  Pow¬ 
er  and  noble  Care  we  owe  the  prefent 

Mo- 


The  D  E  D  I  C  A  T  I  &  N.  , 

Morality  of  our  Stage,  and  growing  Ex¬ 
cellence  of  all  Theatrical  Entertainments. 

May  Your  Lordfhip  long  live  happy, 
and  enjoy  the  Fruits  of  Your  glorious  En¬ 
deavours,  in  the  loud  Applaufe,  which 
fhall  be  ever  given  you  by  the  Favourers 
of  Morality ,  when  they  fhall  find  the 
Stage  reform’d  v  and  know  ,  that,  the 
Marquis  Of  Kent  is  He  to  whom 
They  owe  that  Reformation. 

My  Lord, 

I  talk  not  now  ,  as  an  Addreffer  to 
Your  Perfon  ,  but  an  Admirer  of  Your 
Mind;  The  Hero  who  conquers  Enemies 
abroad ,  is  not  more  a  Patriot  ,  than  he 
who  liibdues  Profanenels  and  Immorality 
at  home  ;  The  firft  protefts  us  from  an 
outward  Danger  ,  The  laft  pfelerves  us 
from  an  inward  Ruin. 

I  have  no  other  Encouragement  to 
hope  your  Smiles  upon  this  Play  ,  than 
the  Dependance  I  have  on  Your  Affedion 

3  '  tO. 
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.  The  Dedication. 

to  every  Thing  whole  Defign  is  Moral. 

To  plead  in  the  Defence  of  what  is  to 
have  the  Honour  of  appearing  before  lb 
juft  a  Judge  ,  wou’d  argue  me  of  Folly 
and  Preliimption;  Ifubmit  entirely  to  the 
Sentence  you  lhall  pleafe  to  pals,  and  on¬ 
ly  alk  the  Liberty  to  take  upon  me  a  Title 
I  am  proud  of,  which  is, 

« 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lord  drip’s 

moft  obedient,  and 

-<  '  '  ►  ’ 

‘5  ^  r  moft  humble  Servant, 
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J. Should  not  have  troubled  the  Reader  with  a  Preface,  Jo 
a  Wor\  of  this  Nature ,  but  in  Defence  of  my  little 
Judgment ,  which  I  wou’d  not  atiempt  to  juflife  in  many 
Points }  but  it  flands  now  accus’d  of  having  led  me  to  pre‘ 
fer  the  AStors  of  the  Old  Houfe,  when  f fay  my  Accnfers  ) 
the  ZJniverfal  Voice  of  the  Town  has  voted  for  the  New- 
One. 

That  Novelty  is  takings  be  the  Puppet-Shew  a  Wit — 
nefs but,  that  it  has  led  the  Town  to  decide  the  Differ w. 
ence  between  the  two  Houfes ,  in  Favour  of  the  New,  is 
what  I  can  by  no  means  conjent  to.  The  judicious  Noble* 
man ,  who ,  by  vert ue  of  the  Office  he  fo  defervedly  holds, 
prefdes  over  Both  the  Houfes,  has  given  a  very  publicly 
Proof ',  that  no  Partiality  of  Inclination  jhall  have  Power - 
to  make  him  prefer  either :  And,  fince  they  are  left  en¬ 
tirely  to  their  Merit,  I  appeal  to  all  the  Knowing,  and  tin- 
prejudic’d  Part  of  Mankind ,  whether  Her  Majefy’s  Com¬ 
pany  of  Tragedians.,  in  Drury-Lane^  have  not  at  leaf  an 
equal  Claim  to  Encouragement,  with  Her  Majefy’s  Compa¬ 
ny  of  Comedians.,  in  the  Hay-market. 

If  Mo  defy  ,  Sincerity  ,  and  Indufrions  Applicati¬ 
on ,  are  Motives  fufficient  to  engage  an  Author  in  the 
Interefl  of  a  Company ,  I  have  Reajon  on  my  fide ,  in  the 

Choice 
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The  P  R  E  F  ACE.. 

Choice  l  made  of  Tbofe  in  Drury -Lane.  Perhaps  their 
Rivals  too  may  be  poffefs'd  of  all  thefe  Qttal if  cations  * 
one  I  have  tryd ,  and  their  Title  to  the  Virtues  above - 
mention  cl  I  am  jure  of  The  others ,  being  wholly  unexperi¬ 
enced  in ,  l  am  unqualify  d  to  guejs  at. 

One  Thing  more  I  mull  add,  and  that  is,  When  the 
ASiors  in  Drury -Lane  had  labour  d  long  under  fuch. unfur - 
mountable  Difficulties ,  that  my  Lord  Chamberlain  him f elf, 
who  had  mof  Reafon  to  prolong  his  Refentment ,  compaffi- 
onated  their  Sufferings,  and  generoufy  ref  or  cl  them  to  the 
[ Liberty  he  had  Power  to  refrain,  even  then  the  Town 
dealt  mofl  hardly  with  'em  •  and  while  their  Misfortune, 
and  Opprefjiori,  depriv'd  'em  of  the  very  Habits  they 
were  us'd  to  acl  in,  made  that  their  Crime.,  which  was 
jndeed  their  Mifcry. 

■However,  the  Clouds  which  eclips'd  their  Indnfry,  are 
now  blown  over,  and  they  begin  to  find  the  Encourage¬ 
ment  due  to  their  Merit  •  I  fall  therefore  add  no  more  on 
their  Account,  but  proceed  to  fay  a  Word  or  two  upon  my 
own. 

I  take  this  pub  lief  Opportunity  to  return  my  Thanks  to 
that  generous  P art  of  the  Town,  who  remember  cl,  'twas  a 
Third  Nighty  and  made  fo  favourable  an  Appearance  in 
my  bit  ere f  \  ( and  I  can't  omit  doing  Juflice  to  the  ingeni¬ 
ous  Author  of  the  Tender  Husband,  who  endeavour'd  as 
much  as  poffible  to  perfuade  the  Manager  of  the  New 
Houfe  to  put  off  that  Play,  and  the  Interef  which  was 
made  for  it,  to  another  Night.  Mr.  Steel  is  a  Gentleman, 
for  whom  I  profefs  fo  entire  an  Efleem,  that  I  con'd  not 
have  been  tinea  fie,  if  any  Thing,  which  was  defgn'd  to  do 

him 


The  Preface, 

him  Honour,  had  been  never  fo  much  to  my  own  Difad- 
vantage. 

The  Tragedy  fucceeded  as  well,  as  I  coud  have  expe~~ 
Bed,  efpecially  when  I  confider  ’ iis  an  Entertainment  out  of 
Taft.  I  have  not  met  with  Friends  enough  to  particularise 
the  Errors ,  I  have  committed  •  therefore  can  only  fay  ,  in  ge¬ 
neral,  that  I  endeavour  d  to  preferve  the  Unities  to  a  greater 
Nicety ,  than,  perhaps,  an  English  Audience  may  thin\ne -- 
cejfary*  The  Aft  ion  is  one ,  and  entire  •  the  Scene  confnd 
to  the  Houfe,  and  Garden  ,  and  the  time  no  more  than  the 
Play  requires  in  its  Reprefentation. 

If  Regularity  is  a  Fault,  9 tis  at  leaf  a  very  pardonable 
one  ;  and  tho 9  the  Example  of  all  the  ancient  Writers,  and 
the  Authority  of  their  Commentators,  may  form  a  Plea  fuf- 
jicient  to  Juflife  my  Imitation  j  yet, .  I muji  confefs,  not 
Ariftotle  himfelf  coud  more  prevail  upon  my  little  fare 
of  Rea f on,  than  the  Opinion  of  a  modern  Prodigy,  a  Na¬ 
tive  of  the  Country,  famous  for  great  Writers,  l  need  not 
tell  the  World  that  I  mean  Torquato  Taffo,  a  Man  of  f  ? 
acknowledg'd  a  Capacity,  that  9t would  be  a  Prefumption  in 
me  to  attempt  his  CharaBer.  I  fall  only  add ,  that ,  as  a>. 
Proof  of  the  Veneration  I  profefs  to  his  Memory,  l  have 
attempted  a  Tranflation  of  his  Godfrey  of  Bulloign^  and 
fall  very  fuddenly  publif  a  Specimen  and  Progafal  for 
Printing  it  by  Subfcription > 


P  R  O- 
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Spoke  by  Mr.  Keen, 

1  S  rumour  d,  with  what  Jufiiceyou  left  know, 
All  Tragedies  of  late  unwelcome  grow. 

And  that  you  cannot  pity  Scenes  of  Woe  j 
Tet  did  this  grmndlefs  Notion  jlrive  in  vain 
To  fright  our  Author  fom  his  Tragi ck  Strain , 

For  Tragedies  are  your  peculiar  Care , 

And  Tutelary  Mercy  guides  the  Fair 
Thus  on  your  Pity  hazarding  his  Faitie , 

If  you  permit  his  W reck ,  you  fjare  his  Shame, 

Guard  him  ye  Fair  Ones ,  and  his  Wifhes  Crown , 

For  if  you  fmile ,  ill  Nature  dares  not  frown . 

To  Night  our  Author  teds  an  Englifh  Story , 

And  brings  your  Ancefors  to  Life  before  ye  ^ 

Heroes ,  whofe  innate  W orth  defcends  to  you, 

Evn  to  the  Hifiory  there's  fome  Reverence  due  \ 

The  Wife  fill  profit  with  their  Pleafure ,  Love , 

The  Stage  Jhou'd  both  divert  us,  and  improve  * 
Example  Jhou'd  infenfibly  prevail, 

..  And  the  Couch'd  Moral  enter  with  the  Tale  j 
Woud  you  but.  fmile  upon  Defigns  like  thefe , 

We  fijoud  by  nobler  Methods  jlrive  topleafe. 

With  finew'd  Senfe  our  future  Scenes  jhou'd  Jhine, 

And  the  low  Strain  give  place  to  the  Divine } 

Tour  wifidd  Applaufe  wou'd  fo  refine  the  Age, 

Jib  at  Britain  jhou’d  outvie  the  fam'd  Athenian  Stage . 


E  P  I 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoke  by  Mifs  Santlow y  running  out  upon  the  Stage,,  as 
if  flie  had  been  forcibly  withheld.  The  Firft  Epi¬ 
logue  (he  ever  (poke. 

\J  A  Y,  I'm  got  loofe  — - Now  follow,  if  you  dare 

*  *  I  have  Friends  here ,  will  think  me  worth  their  Care , 

Woud  ye  believe  it.  Sirs  ? - The  Crofs-grain'd  Poet , 

Ay,  frown ,  I  care  not  - - —  The  whole  Houfe  fall  know  it  } 

The  Gracelefs ,  Grave,  Unlov'd,  Unloving - Rogue , 

Thought  me  too  young  to  fpeak  his  Epilogue , 

That  a  Man's  Reafon  !  —  That  Tm  Young ,  I  know. 

But,  pray,  am  I  the  worfe  for  being  fo  ? 

Tis  for  my  felf  I'll  pleads  and  while  I  fay, 

YU  recommend  my  Parts,  and  not  his  PJay  ^ 

In  Comedy  they  tell  me  I  am  Proof, 

You  fay  I've  Air,  I  fay,  I've  Tongue  enough. 

Fain  woud  I  once  in  Tragedy  be  try'd. 

Sure  I  coa'd  make  a  Fair  Inconflant  Bride, 

And  am  as  foft  a  Nymph  as  ever  dy'd  j 

See  there  now ! -  Were  not  thofe  Words  finely  fpoke  ? 

Now  for  fome  God,  or  Goddefs  to  invoke. 

Tell  me  ye  mighty  Powers,  that  reign  on  high, 

If  Heav'n  e'er  thinks  on  Poets  —  tell  me  yvhy  — 

This  Bard  durfl  fight  a  Maid  fo  Bright  as  I, 

I'm  quite  tranf ported  1  See,  — -  I've  found  the  way  l  . 

Oh  !  how  He'll  wifi o.  Yd  aided  in  his  Play  l 

That  Thought  will  fling - ■ — -  D on' 't  you  his  Fate  decree 

Leave  the  fweet  All  of  my  Revenge  to  me  * 

My  Female  Courage  can  fuch  Wonders  do. 

As  /ball  defeat  him  — - — •  tho'  upheld  by  you . 


Per- 
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Perfonse  Dramatis. 


King, 

Mr.  Towel. 

r  ! 

Athelwold , 

•  t  t  ■*  { 

Mr.  Booth. 

Ordgar, 

Mr.  Keen. 

Egbert, 

Mr.  Cory. 

Servant , 

Mr.  Burkhead. 

WOMEN. 

Elfrid, 

Mrs.  Bradjhat. 

Ordelia , 

Mrs.  Knight. 

S  C  £  N  E  Atbelwold s  Houle, 
Time  two  Hours,  and  an  Half. 


( 1 ) 


A  C  T  I. 

SCENE.  A  Bower,  Athclwold  and  Elfrid. 

Athel’W  TOV  goes  the  Day,  my  Love  •,  or  the  Night  rather? 

Elf.  As  much  of  Night  as  this  gay  Sea  foil  knows 
Has  ficklied  o’er  the  Vifage  of  the  Sky, 

Which  blufh’d  but  now,  to  fee  the  am’rous  Sun 
Play  with  the  Dimples  of  his  fmiling  Miflrefs. 

Athel.  Tis  after  Nine  then. 

Elf.  Half  an  Hour  at  lead. 

Athel  You  fee,  fair  Elfrid how  you  charm  my  Thoughts, 

I  cannot  count  the  Hours,  while  you  are  by 
My  BleiTmgs,  like  Time  s  Moments,  pafs  untold. 

For  the  rich  Joys,  you  give,  flip  by,  unmark’d, 

While  hill  frefh  Joys  fucceed  ’em  V  my  pail  Blifs 
In  a  contracted  Circle  (trikes  Remembrance 
While  future  Oceans  of  immenfe  Delight 
Roll  deeply  thro’  the  Profpe&s  of  my  Soul  ! 

Oh  !  cou’d  the  Sin- led  World  be  bleft  like  me  1 
Like  me,  be  chaftly  happy  !  Vice  wou’d  dye, 

And  the  deluded  Tafte  of  giddy  Man 
Find  Innocence,  and  Happinefs  no  Strangers ! 

%:  B  Elf 
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Elf  rid:  Or,  The  Fair  Inconflant. 

Elf  And  will  you  ever  be  thus  kind,  my  Lord  } 

Ever  thus  charming  ?  Ever  thus  fincere  ? 

Will  not  Refle&ion  freeze  this  Marriage  Neftar  > 

Will  not  your  Draughts  of  Love  be  bitter’d,  think  you. 

When  longer  mix’d  with  Pleafure’s  Wormwood,  Wife  ? 

Athel  Wife,  is  as  much  of  Heav’n,  as  Earth  can  know  \ 
When  Man  was,  in  his  Makers  Likenefs,  made. 

And  wond’ring  Angels  gaz’d  on  the  bright  Form, 

Judging  that  Work  as  near  a  full  Perfedion, 

As  all,  but  that  Perfedion’ s  felf,  cou’d  be  j 
To  prove  his  glorious  Pow’r  unlimited. 

And  blefs  the  late-made  Man,  Mans  mighty  Maker 
Stamp’d  a  new  Form,  dill  nearer  to  his  own  j 
That  Form  was  Woman,  and  that  Woman,  Wife. 

Woman,  like  foft  May  Dew,  on  Morning  Flow’rs, 

Didills  her  balmy  Influence  •,  Peace,  and  Red 
Are  Woman’s  Gifts  to  Man  ^  when  Toils,  and  Cares 
Have  worn  our  weary  Souls,  Woman,  Dear  Woman, 
la  Nature’s  Downy  Pillow  of  Repofe. 

Elf.  What  mud  Man  be,  if  Woman  be  thus  charming  > 

Athel.  Man  is  the  Staff  for  your  weak  Sex  to  lean  on. 

The  Prop,  your  Beauty’s  tender  Stalk  is  bound  to. 

The  Wall,  to  yield  your  branching  Vine  a  fhelter, 

Man  is  the  circled  Oak  •,  Woman  the  Ivy. 

Elf.  And  will  you,  dill,  thus  let  my  Ivy  bind  you  >  [  Em¬ 

bracing  hint » 

Athel.  Love,  built  on  Truth,  may  fhake,  but  cannot  fall  , 

For  you  I  left  a  bounteous  Monarch’s  Court  \ 

For  you  fo.fook  the  Sun-fhine  of  his  Favour  • 

For  you  I  live  in  Shades,  where  no  Beams  fhine. 

But  thofe,  your  fmiling  Beauty  darts  upon  me. 

Elf  The  Sun  will  fooner  ceafe  to  guide  the  Day, 

Than  I  to  love  my  doubting  Athelwold  .* 

I  call  you  doubting,  ’caufe  I  prove  you  fo  j 
For,  if  you  thought  my  Love  no  lefs  than  yours. 

You  wou’d  not  thus  confine  me  from  the  Court  ^ 

The  Court,  which,  like  the  Sky,  mud  needs  be  bright. 

Since  it  has  (ingle  Stars,  which  I  have  feen 

Outfhine  the  very  Light,  by  which  I  faw  them.  Athel 


E  lfr  i  d  :  Or,  The  Fair  Iaconjtant. 

Athel  Alas !  ray  Dear,  thofe  Stars  are  gaudy  Nothings, 
The  meanefl  Cottager,  that  tills  thy  Lands, 

In  one  fhort  moment  knows  more  folid  Blifs, 

Than  Ages  give  thofe  Courtiers.  * 

Elf.  Yet  they  live,'-  ,  ■  - 

As  if  the  World  knew  None,  more  blefs’d  than  they. 

Athel.  Let  that,  As  If,  keep  place  in  thy  Remembrance, 
For  three  As  If s  may  ferve  to  fpeak  a  Courtier  } 

They  talk,  As  If  they  wou’d  be  Friends  to  Vertue, 

They  ad.  As  If  they  had  no  Aim,  but  Vice, 

They  glitter,  Gloeworm-like,  As  if  they  flam’d, 

Yet  have  no  Fire  about  ’em. 

Elf.  But  my  Lord, 

Riches,  and  Honour  make  a  large  Amends 
For  thefe  Deficiencies. 

Athel.  Love,  think  not  fo. 

Falfe  Honour,  like  a  Comet,  blazes  wide. 

But  boafts  a  fhort-liv’d  Reign,  its  Blaze  deftroys  it} 

While  real  Merit,  like  the  glorious  Sun, 

Shines  out,  with  mod’rate  Rays,  and  fhines  for  ever. 

The  poor  Man’s  rich,  who  wilhes  not  for  more. 

And  Happinefs  is  built  upon  Content. 

Enter  Ordgar. 

Welcome  my  Friend !  'my  more  than  Brother,  welcome ! 

Ordg.  My  Lord,  I  hunted  with  the  King  to  day. 

In  the  wide  Foreft,  near  your  Tavefock  } 

And,  while  I  rode  more  clofe  than  he  fufpeded,  * 

O’er  heard  him  tell  Lord  Egbert ,  he  defign’d 
To  ride  afide,  take  up  his  Lodging  here, 

So  to  furprize  his  lov’d  Earl  Athelwold } 

The  Lords  who  follow’d  him,  were  all  difmifs’d. 

But  Egbert  only,  he  attends  him  hither. 

I  took  a  private  Road,  and  fpar’d  no  fpurring. 

To  give  you  Notice }  he’ll  be  here  anon. 

I  left  them  near  the  Forreft  Verge,  and  judge, 

I  have  not  much  outrode  them, 
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.  4  E  l f  r  i  d:  Or?  The  Fair  Inconfiant. 

Elf,  Coming  hither  ?  w 

Is  the  King  coming  hither,  fay  you  Sir  ? 

Ordg.  E’re  half  an  Hour  can  pafs,  he  rauft  be  here. 

Athel.  He  takes  us  unprepared ! 

Ordg.  He  chofe  to  do  fo. 

Athel,  But  tell  me,  Ordgar ,  does  Lord  Egbert's  Int  reft 
Encreafe  or  wane,  at  Court } 

Ordg.  It  rifes  daily, 

And  hone  ft  Men  are  griev’d,  to  fee  your  Abfence 
Give  Opportunity  to  one  fo  bafe, 

To  grafp  the  Fortune  of  his  Prince’s  Favour. 

Athel.  He  is  your  Rival  in  Or  delid s  Love ! 

Ord.  Oh  !  I  can’t  fear  a  Rival,  like  Lord  Egbert , 

When  wife  Or  delta  is  to  judge  betwixt  us  ^ 

Not  that  I  boaft  my  Merit,  but  my  Love  ^ 

And  that  muft  be  fuperior  5  for  Loves  Flame 
Burns  dim  in  Villains,  as  the  Lights  burn  blue, 

When  midnight  Spirits,  in  their  Walks,  approach  ’em. 

But  I  delay  my  Blifs  *,  Love  waftes  no  Time, 

And  you,  who  once,  felt  Hopes,  and  Fears,  like  mine, 

Will  pardon  my  Impatience. 

Elf  Love  befriend  you.  [  Exit  Ofdg. 

What  mufe  you  on,  my  Lord  }  ( 

Athel.  Oil!  Elf  rid  !  Elfrid! 

Elf.  What  wou’d  my  Love  ? 

Athel.  I  wou’d  be  happy  Elfrid , 

Elf.  I  thought,  you  faid,  you  was  fo  ! 

Athel.  Yes,  I  was  fo, 

But  oh  !  I  was  fo  fays  not,  that  I  am. 

O !  Elfrid ,  oh,  my  Bofom  Comforter, 

Thou  deareft,  richeft  Cordial  to  my  Soul ! 

Thou  haft  a  Sea  of  Pity,  pour  it  on  me. 

Shed  thy  foft  Dew  of  Mercy  on  my  Love, 

And  oh!  forgive  the  Wretch,  who  kneels  before'  thee  [Kneeling. 

Elf.  Defend  me,  Heav’11!  his  Afped  fpeaks  Diilradion  l 
His  Colour  comes,  and  goes,  and  his  Joints  tremble  1 
Tis  Madnefs  fure  i 
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Jthel.  Oh!  worfe  than  Madnefs ,  Elfrid! 

For  Hope,  and  Feat;  wage  War,  within  my  Soul, 

And  tear  my  Quiet  thence. 

Elf.  Pray,  rife,  my  Lord, 

And  let  me  (hare  your  Grief  ! 

Jthel.  Wou’dft  thou  do  that, 

I  fhou’d  feel  none  5  all  Grief  that  threatens  me, 

Muft  wound  me  either  through,  or  from  thy  felly 
Oh,  Elfrid  !  heel  thy  Soul  with  Expectation 
Of  what  wou’d  molt  diftraCt  it,  for  I  know  thee, 

Thou  haft  no  Fault  but  one,  and' that’s  Ambition  y 
And  my  curs’d  Fate  will  ftrike  that  ill-tun’d  String, 

Whofe  Jarr  muft  raife  a  Difcord,  worfe  than  Death  ! 

Elf.  If  Grief  mud  come  by  me,  rejoice  for  everr. 

I  wou’d  heap  Bleffings  on  you,  but  all  Ills 
Be  far  away,  my  Lord  This  is  not  Love ! 

Muft  I,  who  never  made  you  figh  in  vain, 

Unpitied,  thus  fhed  Tears,  for  your  Unkindnefs  ! 

Jthel.  Oh,  Elfrid  !  I  believe  thee  chaft  as  Snow,, 

Soft,  as  the  Morning  Breezes  of  the  Spring ! 

Kind,  as  the  billing  Turtles  y  yet  I  fear,  thee  ^ 

What  will  not  curs’d  Ambition  work  in  Woman  ! 

Ambition  firft  taught  Angels  to  rebel!  5 
Ambition  made  Eve  fall*,  And  fure,  my  Elfrid l 
If  ever  Woman  cou’d  refill  ’twas  fhe. 

Who  knew  no  Pow’r  to  wifh,  but  was  her  own  !' 

But  I  will  breathe  a  Secret  thro’  thy  Soul, 

That  fhall  alarm  this  Enemy  to  Reft. 

Guard  thee,  my  Elfrid!  call  to  thy  Afiiftance:  * 

Love,  Honour,  Pity,  All  the  Charms  oF Woman  y, 

For  thou  wilt  need  them  all,  to  prop  Forgivenefs  ! 

Elf.  When  Love,  and  Honour  leave  me,  leave  me  Life, 
Or  leave  me  Thou,  more  dear  than  Life  can  be, 

Leave  me,  my  Guardian  Angel,  and  my  Fame! 

Jthel.  Oh  !  Words  to  palliate  Woe  !  and  foften  Death  ! ' 
Sit  down,  thou,  what  would’ft  thou  be  call’d  ?  Thou  Wife 
For  Wife,  howe’er  mifunderflood  by  fume, 

Is  fure  the  foftefl  Name,  that  Love  can  give  thee  ! 

Let  us  fit  here  •,  And  now,  my  Elfrid ^  fay, 

What  wou’dfl  thou  quit  to  keep  thy  Jthelwold  ? 
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Elf.  Why,  to  keep  thee,  I  cou’d  forego  my  Joy, 

Wander  from  Pleafure,  Peace,  and  Happinefs, 

But  oh !  that  cannot  be,  for  Peace  and  Joy, 

And  everlafting  Pleafure  dwell  in  thee. 

For  thee,  were  I  poffefs’d  of  Diadems,  x- 
I  cou’d  exchange  my  Crowns  for  Rural  Crooks,  ' 

And  follow  grazing  Flocks,  to  follow  thee. 

Father  than  fill  a  Throne,  and  reign  without  thee. 

Athel.  Sound,  ye  harmonious  Strings  of  Nature’s  Mufick, 
And  ftrike  a  Tune  of  Joy,  to  rowfe  my  Soul ! 

And  thou,  pale  Monfter  Fear  !  (talk  thou  away. 

And  leave  my  Bofom  free  for  none,  but  Elfrid  ^ 

Oh  !  thou  endearing  Specimen  of  Heav’n  ] 

Thou, - - 1  wou  d  call  thee  fomewhat  higher  Hill ! 

But,  when  my  Thoughts  fearch  Heav’n  for  Appellations, 

They  echo  back  the  Sov  reign  Name  of  WO  MAN j 

Thou  WO  MAN,  therefore  !  Oh  !  thou  lovelieft  WOMAN  ! 

Elf.  Shall  I  not  know  this  Secret,  gentle  Love  > 

Athel.  Shall  I  know  any  thing,  unknown  to  thee  ! 

Thou  haft  my  Soul  thou  keep’ft  my  Key  of  Thought } 

How  can  my  Secrets,  then,  be  hid  from  thee  ! 

Yes !  I  will  tell  thee,  tho*  my  Death  fucceeds  it j 
Thou  know’ll,  if  thou  can’ll  e’er  employ  thy  Thoughts 
So  ill,  as  to  remember  ought  of  mej 
That,  juft  before  the  Duke,  your  Father,  dy’d, 

I  came,  a  Stranger  to  your  Houfe,  and  you. 

Elf.  To  pradife  your  engaging  Courtly  Charms, 

Which  firft  won  me,  and  next,  my  Father’s  Will, 

That,  having  liiade  a  Ihort  Return  to  Court, 

You  Ihou’d  come  back,  to  Marriage  Rites,  and  me. 

Athel.  1  did  fo,  Elfrid  *,  and,  to  blefs  my  felf. 

Have  curs’d  my  Sov’reign  with  the  Lofs  of  thee  * 

For,  know,  the  Charmer,  who  is  now  my  Wife, 

Had  I  been  faithful,  lhou’d  have  been  my  Queen, 

Andlhar’d  the  Bed  of  Edgar ,  England' s  King  ! 

Elf.  What  fay’ll  thou,  Athelwold,  I,  Edgar's  Qiieen  ! 

Athel.  Thou  wer’t  Hill  Queen  of  all  his  Subjed’s  Hearts  ^ 
Fame  blew  her  Trumpet  hoarfe,  to  found  thy  Beauty } 

England ,  in  thee  polfefs’d  a  Weftqrn  Magnet, 
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That  did  attrad  more  Hearts,  and  Eyes  this  way, 

Than  e’er  the  Northern  Loadftone  Needles  t’other  l 
Thy  loud-tongu’d  Praife,  at  laft  reach’d  Edgar's  Ear 
Edgar  /  who  never  heard  of  Beauty,  but  he  wifh’d  it  l 
A  Prince,  the  jufteft,  nobleft  of  the  Earth, 

In  all  things.  Love  excepted  !  there  he  falls  ! 

Fickle,  and  fierce,  as  raging  Whirlwinds  blow. 

His  Love  is  Lull,  bafe  Lull  !  and  thence,  his  Fire, 

Like  Heaps  of  Straw,  foon  kindles,  foon  burns  out. 

Elf.  And  is  this  then  the  King’s  juft  Charader  y 
Athel.  I  need  not  tell  thee  how  he  trufted  me, 

I  was  the  darling  Objed  of  his  Favour  * 

One  Day  he  call’d  me  to  him,  and  fpoke  thus. 

Fame  founds  at  large - how  aged  Devonshire 

Is  bleft  with  matchlefs  Beauty,  in  a  Daughter, 

Whofe  Name  is  Elfrid - 1  dare  truft  your  Honour  *5 

Go,  fee,  and  judge  of  her.  Men  fpeak  fo  fair. 

If  Hie  deferves  the  Charader  fiie  bears. 

I’ll  make  her,  what  her  Merits  claim,  ray  Queen. 

Elf.  £ Afde .]  Fate  !  what  a  mighty  Fortune  have  I  mifs’d  ! 
To  Athel.]  So  then  you  came  not  to  our  Houfe  by  Choice, 
But,  fent,  to  judge  of  me  ? 

Athel.  And  how  I  judg’d. 

My  Sighs,  my  Looks,  my  Pray’rs,  and  Vows  inform’d  thee  ! 

Elf.  And  pray  what  Anfwer  did  you  bear  the  King  > 

Athel.  Oh  !  think  on  all  the  Arts,  that  Love  can  ufe, 

To  gain  the  Objed  Lov’d!  thofe  Arts  were  mine ! 

I  told  him  you  were  fair  indeed,  and  good. 

But,  far,  oh,  very  far  from  what  Fame  fpoke  you  f 
’Twas  eafie  then  to  win  on  his  Belief 
For  my  Advantage,  I  perfuaded  him. 

You  were  not  fit  for  Majefty  but  faid, 

I  had  receiv’d  fome  filent  Marks  of  Favour, 

Which  gave  me  room  to  hope,  I  might  obtain  you. 

The  kind,  confenting  Prince,  who  knew  you  rich. 

Made  no  Denial I  return’d  with  Joy, 

The  reft,  your  felf,  who  crown’d  that  Joy,  can  tell. 

But,  oh !  what  is  to  come,  I  dare  not  think. 

The  King!  the  anfrous  King,  my  Elfrid>  comes !  Elf 
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■Elf.  Still  are  your  Fears  Difturbers  of  your  Reft! 

Athel.  I  had  fome  Fears,  but  they  are  vanifh’d  now*, 

Yet  oh  !  my  Elf'riJ,  let  not  Edgar  fee  thee ! 

Temptation  is  the  Father  of  all  Sin  *, 

Elf.  Nay,  now,  my  Athel  wold,  you  are  unkind! 

There  is  no  Merit,  where  there  is  -no  Trial  \  „  . 

And,  till  Experience  ftatnps  the  mark  of  Strength, 

Cowards  may  pafs  for  Hero’s,  Fear  for  Courage. 

Athel.  Woman  was  made  to  yield,  as  well  as  conquer, 

And  fhou’d  not  hazard  Peace,  by  meeting  Danger! 

Elf.  To  let  thee  fee,  how  much  1  really  love  thee, 

I  will,  againft  my  very  Will  obey  thee. 

Obedience  is  a  galling 'Weight  on  Woman, 

And  leaves  no  room  for  Doubt,  that  Love  goes  with  it. 

Athel.  Or  deli  a ,  thy  kind  Sifter  fhall  appear, 

Gr delta — moderately  fair — but  good, 

Beyond  a  moderate  meafure — fhe  fhall  fave  me, 

She  fhall  confent  to  perfonate  my  Elfrid , 

While  thou  fhalt  in  her  Chamber  veil  thy  Sun-fhine, 

Till,  with  to  morrows  Dawn,  the  King  departs. 

Elf.  But  you  forget  that  Egberts  with  the  King. 

Athel.  He  loves  your  Sifter,  hafte,  advife  her,  Dear, 

To  work  the  am’rous  Villain  into  Secrecy. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  !  the  King,  attended  by  Earl  Egbert , 

And  fome  few  Guards,  this  moment  are  alighting, 

At  the  Court  Gate ! 

Athel.  Oh  fly — my  Elfrid ,  fly  !  [  Exit  ha  ft  if 

Elf  [_  Alonef  —Why,  what  a  Hill  of  Glory  had  I  dim’d, 
Had  not  this  Athehvold  deceiv’d  me  thus  ! 

A  Queen!  Oh,  Heav’ns !  There’s  fomethingin  the  Name, 

That  ftrikes  a  kind  of  unknown  Pleafure  here, 

And  fays,  - - A  Crown  was,  what  my  Stars  defign’dme ! 

Well!  and  it  may  be  yet  my  Lot!  Perhaps 
This  Athelmold  may  die!  I  do  not  wifh  it, 

He  makes  a  good,  dull,  faithful,  vulgar  Hufband, 
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Were  he  a  King,  I  wou’d  not  wifh  him  more! 

But,  oh  !  he  wants  a  Throne  for  me  to  Ihine  on! 

There’s  fomewhat,  very  heav’nly  in  a  Throne  ! 

And  thofe  are  God -like  Souls,  who  bum  for  Pow’r , 

Pow’r  is  the  darling  Attribute  of  Heav’n ! 

But,  ha  !  they  come.  Oh,  Pow’r,  oh,  glorious  Ma  jelly!  [  Exit. 
Re-enter  Athelwold  *,  the  IQng,  Egbert,  and  Guards . 

King .  Nay,  nay,  my  Lord !  we  know  your  Modelty, 

But  we  allow  it  not  *5  when  one,  fo  brave, 

So  juft,  fo  wife,  fo  great  as  Athelwold 
Retires  to  Solitudes,  the  Court  mull  mifs  him 
And  lince  you  will  not  vilit  us,  we  come 
To  give  you  one  Nights  Trouble  for  a  Punilhment. 

Athel.  Honours,  thus  great,  and  undeferv’d,  from  Kings, 
Shou’d  lilence  Subjeds  Tongues:,  and  my  poor  Houfe 
Will,  from  this  time,  be  look’d  on,  worth  Mens  Notice, 

When  they  lhall  know,  the  Majelty  of  Edgar , 

Was  pleas’d  to  grace  its  Walls ! 

King,  Indeed,  my  Lord  ! 

The  Country’s  happy,  whofe  alluring  Groves 
/  Can  keep,  not  fhade,  a  Worth,  fo-bright  as  your3  ! 

But  there’s,  I  think,  another  Charm,  that  binds  you, 

I  ought  to  give  you  Joy  of  a  new  Life. 

You  married  lince  we  faw  you ! 

Athel  Sir,  I  did  } 

My  Wife  will  hear  the  Honour,  we  receive. 

With  too  much  Gratitude  and  Duty,  Sir, 

To  be  long  abfentfrom  your  Princely  Feet. 

King,  Believe  us,  Athelwold ,  we  hold  you  dear  ^ 

Nor  can  forget  your  Merit,  in  your  Abfence. 

I  mull  a  Ik  Leave  to  be  retir’d  a  while. 

Till  I  difpatch  fome  Letters.  v 

Athel.  This  way  ,  Sir, 

Will  lead  your  Majelly  to  the  bell  Part 

Of  the  poor  Pile,  you  honour  with  your  Prefence.  [_  Exeunt . 

We  boaft  no  Itately  Ornaments  of  Art, 

King.  A  King’s  belt  Lodging  is  his  Subjeds  Heart. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE.  Or  deltas  Chamber  •  Ordgar 

and  Ordclia. 

Ord.  '■‘T-'HE  great  Concern  my  Sifter  but  this  moment 
JL  Engag’d  me  in,  requires  me  to  prepare 
For  the  important  Fart  I  ad  to  Night  ^ 

1  muft  take  Care  to  caution  Egbert  too, 

Left  he  betray  us - 

Ordg.  Oh  !  that  Word,  betray  ! 

How  ftrange  it  is  That  God-like  Creature  M  A  N, 

Form’d  to  pofiefs,  and  fhine  with  Heav’nly  Vertues, 

Shou’d  ftoop  to  bale  Diftrufts  and  Fears  of  Treachery !  j 
Fear  is  the  fhiv’ring  Ague  of  our  Souls ! 

A  Paflion  Man  created  for  himfelf. 

For  fure!  that  Froft  of  Nature  cou’d  not  dwell 
In  the  warm  Realms  of  Glory  ! 

Orel.  But  can  Ton , 

Can  any  Man,  live  void  of  Apprehenfion  ? 

Ordg .  Of  Apprehenfion,  no,  but  void  of  Jealoufie  j 
I  fcorn  to  judge  fo  Ill  of  any  Man, 

As  to  believe  he  dares  be  greatly  Wicked, 

Till  he  has  wrong’d  me  into  Proofs  he  is  fo. 

For, Tet  me  tell  you,  Lady  !  Villains  Souls 
Shou’d  be  poffefs’d  of  more  than  mortal  Courage  *5 
Thofe,  wh<V  fight  Men,  fight  equal  Enemies, 

But  thofe,  who  fight  with  Confidence,  meet  fuch  odds, 

They  lofe  by  Vidory  Thought,  Reft,  and  Solitude, 

The  balmy  Relaxations  of  Our  Care 

Drag  their  Repofe  to  Torments  \  and  the  Wretches 

Are  not  alone  forbid  to  hope  for  Heav’n, 

But  bear  a  Hell  about  ’em  ! 

Ord.  Well!  my  Lord, 

I  wilh,  no  bafe  Deceiver  wrongs  your  Goodnefs, 

Were  you  betray’d,  how  wou’d  you  meet  the  Traitor?' 

Ordg. 
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Ordg.  As  Hawks  meet  Ravens,  or  as  Lyons  'Wolves, 
He,  who  adurnes  the  Name  of  Friend  to  hurt  me, 

Is  more  a  Devil,  than  Devils  themfelves — — For  Devils 
Are  Foes  who  dare  profefs  it. 

Orel,  But  in  Love  } 

Is  not  there  fomewhat  to  be  fear’d  in  Love  ? 

Ordg,  Ah,  no,  Love  lives  on  hearty  Hope,  Or  deli  a p 
Ord .  But  what  if  Hope  proves  vain ) 

Ordg.  Why  then  Hope  dies, 

And  fhou’d  be  buried  in  Loves  falling  Ruins  j 
If  hope  is  vain,  far  vainer  is  the  Love, 

That  lives  beyond  the  hope,  which  gave  it  Birth. 

Not  but,  where  Worth  and  Beauty  meet  in  Woman, 

As  both  meet  brightly  in  Ordelid s  Charms, 

-  ’Tis  worth  a  Difappointed  Lovers  Pains, 

To  drive  by  Pray’rs,  and  Vows,  and  tender  Looks, 

To  keep  Hope  living  to  the  lated  Gafp. 

But  when  no  Pray’rs,  no  Vows,  no  Looks  revive  it, 

He  bears  a  Woman’s  Soul,  who  pines  to  lofe  it. 

Ord.  I  thought  a  Paffion,  violent  like  Love, 

Was  not  our  Slave,  but  Mailer. 

Ord .  Oh  !  You  err, 

Loves  Infant  Wings  are  weak,  and  ’tis  our  Aid 
Mud  lift  the  petty  Tyrant,  e’re  he  flys, 

Prudence  may  clip  thofe  Wings,  and  then  he  leads, 

Jud  whither  wre  dired  him  — — 

Ord.  Sir,  your  Rival - 

Wou’d  give  another  Definition  of  it. 

Ordg.  Nay,  ufe  not  that  dale  Female  Art,  Orddia , 
To  threaten  me  with  Follies  Bugbear,  Rival. 

Women  are  much  to  blame,  who  cloak  their  Wifhes, 
Perverting  Modedy  from  Natures  Meaning  ^ 

Her  End  in  that  bright  Vertue  was  to  join 
To  guiltlefs  Freedom,  artlefs  Innocence  ^ 

Buunodern  Ladies  fcarce  find  other  Ufe 

For  the  new  moulded  Nymph,  than  to  cloak  Nature, 

And  by  afteding  more  than  Heav’n  enjoyn’d  them. 

Make  a  did  Monder  of  the  Queen  of  Vertues. 
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You  are  too  wife,  not  to  know  this,  Or  della  ^ 

You  know,  I  love  you  more  than  Egbert  can, 

And  I  know  you  efteem  me  more  than  him. 

Why  therefore  nam’d  you  Rival  ? 

Ord.  I  mull  own, 

I  fee  more  Worth  in  you,  than  he  can  boaft. 

But,  pray,  when  gave  I  you  encouragement, 

To  hope,  much  lefs  direct  my  Love  ? 

Ordg.  My  Hope  was  born  from  my  Opinion  of  your  Wifdom, 
Who  knowing  Egbert  wants  my  Honefty, 

Mud  know  he  cannot  equalize  my  Love. 

Ord.  He  promifes  like  you,  like  you  pretends 
To  dare  do  mod:  to  gain  me. 

Ordg.  How  !  Pretends  ! 

Lovers  fhould  fcorn  Pretence,  and  dare  indeed  j 
I  fhou’d  be  glad,  if  he  durft  fay  to  me. 

He  dar’d  deferve  Or  della ,  I  would  trace  him 

Thro’  Woods  and  Streams,  thro’  Groves  of  pointed  Steel, 

Tear  up  the  Roots  of  Mountains  to  come  at  him 

And  wou’d  he  then  * - 

Ord.  Hold  Sir,  you  promife  fairly. 

What  Labours  wou’d  you  prove  to  win  my  Heart } 

Ord.  With  burfting  Veins  I’d  climb  ’gainft  Hills  of  Fire, 

Were  you  the  Prize  twou’d  gain  me-  for  your  fake, 

I’d  plunge  my  fhivering  Limbs  in  Seas  of  Snow, 

And  fwim  thro’  all  the  freezing  Lakes  of  Winter  : 

Were  you  a  Pris’ner,  to  reftore  your  Freedom, 

1  wou’d  rufh  on,  and  throw  my  naked  Bread 

Upon  the  Spears  of  Armies - To  reach  you 

I  wou’d  tear  Lyons  Throats,  and  combat  Dragons  ^ 

I  wou’d  defeend  to  Hell,  cou’d  Hell  retain  you:, 

But  Hell  wou’d  be  no  Hell,  when  you  were  there ! 

I  wou’d  do  more  than  Fancy  can  impofe, 

Or  Woman  wifh,  to  gain  you - but  by  Heav’ns, 

The  very  moment  you  depos’d  your  Honour, 

I  wou’d  defpife,  forfake,'  and  fcorn  to  own  you. 

Or d.  I  fhou’d  deteft  a  Love,  lefs  brave  than  this, 

For  he,  who  flatters  Vice,  can  know  no  Vertue  i 
I  think  ’tis  near  the  hour  my  Sifter  nam’d.  Enter 
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Enter  Athelwold. 

Ordg.  What  ails  my  Friend?  You  feem  freighted  with  Care, 
And  bear  your  Bill  of  Lading  on  your  Brow. 

Jthel.  Alas,  my  Ordgar ,  had  you  lov'd,  like  me. 

And  for  that  Love,  like  me,  been  prov’d  a  Traitor, 

You’d  not  have  alk’d  me,  why  my  Heart  is  heavy. 

Wilt  thou  not  pity  me?  but  ah!  thou  can’d  not  ! 

He  mult  know  Guilt,  like  mine,  who  w'ou’d  conceive 
What  Torments  Apprehenlion  tears  my  Soul  with.. 

But,  Bright  Or  deli  a.  Thou  art  form’d  a  Woman, 

Woman  was  calt  in  Natures  foftelt  Mould,  / 

And  Pity  is  thy  Sexes  Darling  Paffion. 

Ord.  Your  Crime  was  fma  11,  my  Lord  for  Mighty  Love 
Is  Natures  Tyrant  Paffion,  Vertue  trembles 
When  Loves  keen  Arrows  are  aifcharg’d  againlt  hery 
You  had  the  King’s  Confent  to  marry  Elf  rid. 

And  lince  my  Siller  grieves  not,  why  grieve  you  ? 

Jthel.  Know  you  my  Guilt  fo  loon  then?  —  Oh  Or  deli  a  // 
Deceit  is  the  falfe  Road  to  Happinefs, 

And  all  the  Joys  we  travel  to  through  Vice, 

Like  Fairy  Banquets  vaniffi,  when  we  touch  theim- 
Flad  he  but  known  his  Gift ! 

Ordg.  By  Heav’ns  till  now 
I  thought,  *  of  all  Old  England's-  Gallant  Sons,,, 

The  Braved,  Noblell,  was  this  Althelwold , 

But  by  my  Mother’s  Honour,  ’tis  as  falfe 

As  thy  poor  Doubts — — Thou  art  a  very  Coward — — - 

Jthel,  The  Voice  of  War  wou’d  not  have  told  me  fo*. 

There  halt  thou  feen  me  Hep  for  Itep  with  thee,  > 

Wade  deep  thro’  Seas  of  Blood  to  Rocks  of  Danger  •, 

The  Man,  who  then  had  dar’d  tell  Athelwold , 

He  was  a  Coward,  had  not  feen  him  bear  it 
Tamely,  as  Guilt  and  Friendlhip  bid  him  now. 

Ordg.  Art  thou  a  Traitor  then  ?  halt  thou  been  led 
To  ad  fome  monltrous  Crime,  fome  ffiock  to  Nature, 

That  Confcience  and  Remorfe  thus  torture  thee, 

Thus  change  thy  Sanguine  Courage  into  Fear;  ^ 

Below  a  Womans  Palenefs.— —  . 
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Ord.  Fie  my  Lord  - - - 

Friendfhip  has  loft  her  way,  when  roughnefs  meets  her. 

Ordg.  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  a  brave  Man  doubt  j 
If  Ruin  threatens,  let  him  meet  it  Greatly, 

Not  whine  for  Pains  he  feels  not.  Servile  Doubt 
Argues  an  Impotence  of  Mind,  that  fays 
We  fear,  becaufe  we  dare  not  meet  Misfortunes. 

Athel.  Alas !  Thou  doft  not  know  the  force  of  Paffion, 

How  bitter  ’tis  to  hazard  what  we  love, 

What  loft  a  moment,  muft  be  loft  for  ever ! 

I  call  the  Tongue  of  Heav’n  to  witnefs  for  me, 

I  ne’er  befriended  Vice,  nor  injur’d  Vertue^ 

Nor  ever  in  the  Courfe  of  my  paft  Life, 

Can  charge  Remembrance  with  one  aft,  but  this, 

Which  claims  Repentance  from  me  —  oh !  ’tis  hard. 

One  Sin,  which  fuch  Temptations  too  drew  on, 

Shou’d  damn  my  future  quiet - 

Ord.  Good  my  Lord, 

Judge  not  fo  raffily,  Diffidence  offends 
The  Throne  of  Mercy,  and  while  Man  diftrufts 
The  gracious  help  of  Heav’n,  ’tis  oft  with-held 
To  puniffi  {inful  Doubt. 

Athel.  Alas,  my  Friends  ! 

I  fee  my  Follies,  as  loft  Mariners 

See  Rocks,  when  ’tis  too  late  to  fhun  their  Danger. 

Juft  now  I  left  the  King,  who  writes  alone  *5 
And  as  I  pafs’d  the  Hall,  the  Doors  all  round  me 
Creek’d  loud,  and  then  like  Thunder,  on  a  hidden 
Flew  ftrangdy  open,  thro’  each  vacant  Entrance 
A  hollow  Wind  came  whiffling  and  a  Voice, 

Shrill  as  the  midnight  Shrieks  of  Ghofts  in  Defarts, 

Cry’d  Athehvold,  then  groan’d-,  then  fhrill  again, 

Cry’d  Athelwold ,  three  times  with  dreadful  found 
The  Voice  cry’d  Athelwold  *,  then  faintly  fell. 

And  dv’d  in  diftant  Eccho’s :  ftrait  the  Doors 

j  . 

With  noife  more  frightful  than  before  clapp’d  to, 

A nd  left  my  ftiffen’d  Hair,  like  Pikes  ereft, 

And  my  chill’d  Soul  bound  up  in  Frofts  of  Wonder  ! 

Qrdg. 
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Ordg.  Dreams  !  Dreams !  meer  Dreams,  by  Heav’n  ! 

Ord.  Wild  Births  of  Fancy  ! 

Athel  Ordgar !  The  King  defigns  to  fend  you  hence, 

With  Letters  of  Concern,  as  far  as  Plimouth , 

Where  certain  VefTels  lie,  expe&ing  Orders  j 
I  know  not  certainly,  but  guefs  the  Bufinefs 
To  be  fome  fudden  Refolution  taken 
Againd  the  Rebel  Welch  / 

Ordg.  Another  Time, 

I  (hou’d  be  griev’d  to  leave  Ordelia  thus  j 
But  now  rejoice,  becaufe,  by  leaving  her, 

I  leave  a  Mad-man’s  Fears  in  Athelwold! 

Athel.  In  lofing  thee,  I  lofe  a  Guard  of  Honour ! 

Thy  Prefence  here,  might  curb  the  fwing  of  Fate ! 

Friends,  always  dear,  are  welcome  mod  in  woe  1 

[ Exeunt  Athelwold  and  Ordgar. 
Enter  Egbert  to  Ordelia. 

Egh.  Ordelia  !  brighted  Star,  in  Beauty’s  Sphere  ! 

Your  Egbert  cannot  live,  but  where  you  fhine  *, 

Courts,  wanting  you,  are  Defarts ! 

Ord.  O,  my  Lord  ! 

The  Tongues  of  Courtiers  are  like  Jugglers  Hands : 

Your  Briflmefs  of  Addrefs  is  only  us’d. 

To  make  your  Art  admir’d  by  Lookers  on, 

The  better,  while  we  wonder  at  your  Skill, 

To  pafs  falfe  Play  upon  us. 

Egb.  Ladies  Beauty, 

Is  Charm  enough  to  ruin  Worlds  of  Lovers  *, 

But  where  ’tis  drengthend  with  a  Wit,  like  yours. 

All,  but  the  Blind,  and  Deaf,  mud  be  undone  ! 

Ord.  You  know,  my  Lord,  to  talk  of  Love  to  me. 

Is  to  difcharge  thofe  Arrows  in  the  Air, 

Which,  aim’d  at  proper  Marks,  might  win  you  Honour  ! 

I  am  fo  great  a  Foe  to  Love,  my  Lord, 

That  was  Diana  really  what  we  read  her, 

1  fhou’d  devote  my  Perfon  to  her  Service  ! 

Egb .  Your  Beauty,  and  bright  Form  indeed,  profefs 
A  Nymph,  more  lovely,  than  e’er  grac’d  that  Goddefsd 
i 


But 
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But  there?s  a  Swain,  I  doubt,  whofe  pow’rful  Lays 
Wou’d  charm  you  from  that  Sylvan  Refolution  ! 

The  happy  Grdgar  wou’d  not  quit  you  fo ! 

Orel.  I  never  gave  my  Heart  to  Orelgar  s  keeping. 

But  am  as  free,  as  Innocence  can  make  me. 

Egb.  Make  me  the  Keeper  of  that  Innocence, 

’Twill  lofe  no  more  by  my  pofifefiing  it. 

Than  Jewels  lofe  their  Value,  when  lock’d  up. 

And  giv’n  to  Servants  Care  ! 

Orel .  That  Word  lock’d  up 
Forms  an  unlucky  Emblem  of  my  Fears  *, 

The  (ingle  State,  my  Lord,  like  thofe  great  Kings, 

Who,  with  defpotick  Rule,  exert  their  Pow’r, 

Knows  no  Dependance,  and,  thence,  knows  no  Fear  ^ 

But,  unconfin’d  by  Laws,  in  boundlefs  Sway, 

F-eafts  upon  Pleafures,  Glories,  Charms,  and  Joys 
The  common  Wealth  of  Marriage  cannot  tail. 

But  with  rdlrain’d  Permifiion  ! 

Egb.  Yet  thofe  Kings, 

Who  ralhly  on  their  own  free  Wills  depend. 

And  fcorn  the  ufeful  Aid  of  Counfellors, 

Are  often  known  to  break  their  Spring  of  Pow’r, 

By  (brewing  it  too  high  :  A  Partner  therefore. 

Not  to  control,  but  guide  the  Blifs  of  Life, 

Cou’d  be  no  weight  on  Happinefs. 

Orel.  But  then, 

Kings  dill  have  Pow’r  to  chufe  their  Counfellors, 

Tho’  they  fubmit  to  take  them.  I  have  chofen. 

Egb ,  And  your  fix’d  Choice  is  Ordgar  ? 

Orel.  Nay,  why  fo  ? 

I  do  not  tell  you  ’tis  a  Man  I  chofe. 

Egb.  You  cannot  need  a  female  Counfelior, 

For  your  whole  Sexes  Wifdom  meets  in  you ! 

1  know  ’tis. Ordgar,  for  your  Blufhes  fay  fo  ^ 

And  what  can  Orelgar  do,  to  gain  your  Love, 

Which  Egbert  wou’d  not  double  } 

Ord.  Wou’d  you  then 
Oblige  me  in  the  Grant  of  one  Requeft  ? 

'  2 


Egb.  Bid 
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Egb.  Bid  me  bear  Torments,  and  Til  bear  ’em  fmiling: 

Bid  me  lofe  Life  to  find  your  Love,  and  Life 
Is  doubly  found  by  lofing. 

Ord.  My  Requeft 

Wears  no  fucli  rigid  Keenefs,  as  thefe  do  5 
But  you  muft  fwear  to  keep  the  Secret  well ! 

Egb.  Forfake  me  all  the  Joys  of  Heav’n,  and  Earth, 

When  I  forfake  the  Faith  I  pledge  to  keep  it ! 

Ord.  Enough  !  my  Sifter’s  Hulhand  is  grown  jealous, 

That,  if  the  King  fhou’d  fee  her,  Love  wou’d  follow. 

And,  therefore,  fearing  Danger,  has  injoin’d  her 
Not  to  appear,  till  the  King  leaves  the  Houfe  j 
While  I  muft  take  her  Name,  and  Duty  on  me: 

This  Projeft,  none  but  you  can  render  vain 
And  ’tis  that  Secret,  you  have  fworn  to  keep. 

Egb.  Tho*  I’ve  more  Caufe  for  Fear,  than  Athelrrold , 

Yet  Love,  and  Honour  fway  my  mind  fo  fir, 

That  I  will  favour  the  Deceit,  to  pleafe 

The  beautiful  Deceiver }  - - -  See  !  the  King  ! 

Enter  the  King,  Athelwold,  and  Ordgar. 

Athel.  The  King,  my  Dear,  who  ever  honours  me, 

Beyond  my  Hope,  or  Merit,  wou’d  prevent  you 
From  paying  Majefty  the  Duty,  due, 

And  forc’d  me  to  dired  to  your  Apartment. 

Ord.  If  kneeling  thus,  before  a  Prince,  like  you,  [Kneeling. 
Cou’d  pay  the  thoufandth  Part  of  that  true  Duty, 

I  owe  your  Majefty,  J’d  kneel  for  ever 
But  outward  Signs  of  Duty  oft  deceive, 

True  Gratitude  is  feated  in  the  Soul,  , 

And  there  mine  flames,  with  a  juft  fenfe  of  all. 

That  Love,  and  Loyalty  can  bid  me  pay  you  l 
King.  We  muft  not  fee  fo  fair  a  Subjed  Kneel, 

■Beauty,  and  Worth,  like  yours,  fhou’d  be/knecPd  to  ! 

We  cou’d  not  ride  fo  near  your  Refidence, 

And  not  take  time  to  make  a  friendly  Vifit ! 

Ord.  I  wifh,  the  Entertainment,  you’ll  receive, 

Cou’d  equal  the  high  Honour,  you  beftow  ^ 
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But  rural  Cottages  are  unprepar’d 
To  welcome  mighty  Princes,  fuch  as  You ! 

King.  Tho’  fweet  Retirements  fhade  you,  Fame  took  Care 
To  be^  the  happy  Bearer  of  your  Praifes  •, 

And  in  that  fenfc,  at  lead,  the  lovely  Elfrid 
Has  been  no  dranger  to  the  Court,  and  me  ! 

Ord.  It  was  a  Blefling,  that  in  any  fenfe. 

So  poor  a  Thing,  as  I,  cou’d  reach  your  Notice  ! 

Ord.  \Afde7\  Elfrid  her  felf  cou’d  not  look  more  like  Elfrid, 
Nor  more  enchant  the  Eyes  of  all,  who  fee  her  ! 

Athel.  f  AJideJ]  So  well  flue  ads  her  Part,  that  Hope  revives  l 
King.  1  think,  the  Air’s  reputed  good,  you  breath  in  ! 

Atbel.  Your  Ma jelly’s  whole  Kingdom  knows  no  better. 

King.  Pm  forry  for  it  •,  were  it  lefs  fo,  fure 
’Twou’d  lefs  coniine  you  here  !  Peace  too  befriends  you  ! 

You  cou’d  not  be  thus  fpar’d  in  rougher  Times, 

For  War  wou\l  borrow  you  from  Love,  to  ferve  us  ! 

Wou’d  you  part  with  him,  Lady  ? 

Ord.  Oh  !  Sir,  yes  ^ 

When  Glory  calls,  brave  Men  fpring  loofe  from  Love  j 
And  I  polfefs  a  kind  of  Roman  Soul, 

Which  tells  me,  Publick  Safety  is  a  Plea, 

Shou’d  lilence  Private  Int’rell ! 

King.  While  you  live, 

Britain  can  never  want  her  Roadicea  ! 
f  hope,  tho’  Bulinefs  interrupts  us  now. 

You  will  not  give  us  Reafon  to  complain. 

That  you  feek  Abfence  from  us,  while  we  trouble  you.  v 
Ord.  Duty,  Great  Sir,  and  Inclination  both, 

Forbid  me  that  Omiflion ! 

King.  Pardon  us. 

Affairs  of  State  are  Tyrants  o’er  King’s  Pleafures. 

Ord.  Alas !  Poor  Prince !  he  feems  to  feel  his  Fate  \Exeunt  all  lift 
Kings  are  at  bed  but  Royal  Slaves  of  State  !  (Ord. 

Who  o’er  wide  Worlds  exert  a  fancied  fway. 

While  their  own  Paflion’s  Power  the mfe Ives-  obey.  {Exit. 

"  :  ACT 
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A  C  T  III. 

SCENE.  A  Garden }  Elfrid,  and  Ordelia. 

Elf.  V  X  T  H  Y,  at  an  Hour,  fo  late,  fo  odd  as  this, 

W  Shou’d  my  Ordelia  chufe  a  Garden  Conference  > 
Ord.  Becaufe  the  Garden  yields  fuch  private  Walks, 

That  we  may  talk  unfeen,  or  unfufpe&ed 
Your  Husband’s  Honour,  Safety,  Happinefs, 

Depend  on  your  Concealment  from  the  King. 

Elf.  Alas  !  Experience  has  inftruded  him 
How  to  conceal  me  from  the  King  you  name  : 

Ought  I  to  hold  his  Happinefs  fo  dear, 

Who  turn’d  the  Tide  of  mine,  when  its  full  Flow 
Bore  Crowns  and  Scepters  towards  me?- —  No,  —  Ordelia! 
This  Athelxvold  has  wrong’d  me,  bafely  wrong’d  me. 

Ord.  The  Faults  of  Love  are  Nature’s  kindeft  Errors  j 
Had  he  not  lov’d,  he  had  not  injur’d  you. 

If  ftepping  in  betwixt  a  Crown,  and  you 
May  be  reputed  Injury  - — - —  Oh !  Elfrid \ 

We  view  the  outward  Glories  of  a  Crown  ^ 

But,  dazled  with  the  Luftre,  cannot  fee 
The  Thorns  which  line  it,  and  whofe  painful  Prickings 
Embitter  all  the  pompcus  Sweets  of  Empire. 

Happier  the  Wretch  who  at  his  daily  Toils 
Sweats  for  his  homely  Dinner,  — •  than  a  King 
In  all  the  dang’rous  Pomp  of  Royalty  ! 

He  knows  no  Fears  of  State,  to  damp  his  Joys  *, 

No  Treafon  fhakes  the  humble  Bed  he  lyes  on  5 
Nor  dreads  he  Poifon  in  his  peaceful  Bowls  \ 

He  deeps  contented  in  the  guile lefs  Arms 

Of  his  unjealous  Confort  •, - frightful  Dreams 

Break  not  his  Slumbers  with  the  (hocking  fight 
Of  bloody  Daggers,  and  Ideal  Murders. 

True,  he’s  a  Stranger  to  the  Pow’r  of  Kings, 

But  then  again,  he  is  as  much  a  Stranger 
To  Kingly  Cares,  and  Miferies 

•  D  2  Elf. 
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Elf  Fie,  Ordelia^  * 

Who  taught  thee  to  blafpheme  the  Heav’n  of  Pow’r  >• 

With  Arguments,  the  diftant  Vulgar  ufe, 

Whofe  grovling  Souls  too  proRrate  to  attain. 

Vilely  traduce  the  Blifs  of  Majefly  ? 

A  King  has  fomething  more  than- Earthly  in  him.; 

There’s  but  a  Step  betwixt  a  God  and  him ! 

Oh  !  there’s  a  kind  of  Pleafure  in  Supremacy, 

No  more  to  be  exprefs’d,  than  to  be  equaled  ! 

And  they,  who  praife  not,  nay,  who  wifh  not  Empire,, 
Are  fuch  mean,  lowly,  half-created  Souls, 

As  are  too  blind  to  fee,  or  weak  to  guide. 

The  flaming  Wheels  of  the  bright  Car  of  Pow’r. 

Ord.  Had  Crafts  thought  fo,  when  the  deRin’d  Faggots- 
Began  with  rifing  Flames  to  finge  his  Royalty, 

He  had  not  in  the  Anguifh  of  his  Soul 

Remember’d  Solon  s  Counfel.  — - - 

Elf  Thofe  Rale  Fables 

Will  fright  a  Noble  Soul  from  Search  of  Empire, 

No  more  than  one  brave  General’s  Fall  in  Battel 
Shou’d  check  the  Beat  of  Valour  in  his  Mind, 

Who  takes  his  glorious  Station.  Fate  finds  all  • 

Kings  are  but  Men,  and.Miferies  may  reach  them  *, 

But  they,  like  flrong-bui  It  Forts,  maintain  their  Safety 
Long  after  undefended  Countries  yield. 

Ord.  iUi !  no  !  the  Heights  they  Rand  on,  double  Danger 
TempeRs,  and  Thunderbolts,  and  Earthquakes  fhocks, 
O’erwhelm  huge  Mountains  with  their  dreadful  force, 

While  the  Hw  Valleys,  and  the  humble  Plains 
PofFefs  untroubled  Safety. 

Elf.  Still  you  reafon, 

And  Rill  my  Soul  flies  back  from  Reafon’s  Call, 

To  the  more,  tempting  Mufick  of  Ambition. 

Ord.  Oh!  ’tis  a  Syrens  Voice  Ambition  lings  withy. 

Why  will  you  liflen,  when  ’tis  Ruin  calls  you  > 

Lean  not  your  Mind  an  Inch  from  Vertue,  Elf  rid  .* 

Vice  has  the  Art  of  the  falfe  Crocodile  • 

If  you  but  Humber  in  the  Boat  of  Honour, 
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’Twill  twid  its  jointed  Tail  of  Venom  round  you. 

And  draw  you  downward  thro*  a  Gulph  of  Mifchief. 

Elf.  What !  do  you  take  take  the  Liberty  to  doubt, 

I  can  abandon  Honour } 

Ord.  No,  not  fo. 

But  they,  who  Counfel  bed,  may  hear  Advice, 

For  Caution  is  no  burden  to  the  Wifed. 

Elf.  You  wou’d  do  well  to  look  to  your  own  A&ions,, 

I  judge  your  Caution  too  officious,  Sifter, 

I  find,  in  fpite  of  Reafons  cleared  Opticks, 

Some  People  can  be  blind  to  their  own  Faults  \ 

But  when  another’s  Failings  are  their  Objed, 

The  dimmed:  Eye  of  Folly  fees  to  Cenfure. 

Ord.  If  I’ve  offended  you,  your  Pardon,  Sider, 

Twas  not  the  Crime  of  Jealoufie,  but  Zeal } 

Love  led  me  to  the  Guilt,  and  Love  I  hope 
Will  gujde  you  readily  to  its  Forgivenefs  : 

Perhaps  my  Abfence  might  not  be  unwelcome, 

I  have  heard  fay,  that  when  the  Mind’s  difturb'd, 

The,  fitted  Cure  is  Balmy  Solitude.  [  Exit  Ordelia, 

Elf.  [Alone  Alas !  fhe  prob’d  the  Wound  too  deep  to  cure  it. 
For  Sin  is  too  deform’d  to  fee  her  felf  } 

Were  this  King  gone !  or  wou’d  he  never  go ! 

1  know  not  which  of  thofe  to  wiffi  with  Joy, 

My  Vertue  points  me  one,  one  my  Defire  •, 

Oh,  Coiifcience  1  grow  more  drong,  or  yield  thee  quite. 

Shall  I,  or  fhall  I  not,  confent  to  Sin  > 

Anfwer  me  Heav’n  !  But  hold,  what  will  Heav’n  anfwer  } 
Anfwer  roe  Hell  }  for  Heav’n  will  damn  Defire, 

And  be  a  Hell  within  me - Ha  !  he  comes,  * 

By  all  the  hopes  of  Nature  Edgar  comes, 

The  mighty  Monarch  comes  5  my  Guardian  Angela 
Knocks  at  my  Bread,  and  fays,  he  comes  for  thee  } 

Lofe  this  Occafion,  and  lofe  hope  for  ever} 

I’ll  walk  the  other  way,  and  plead  with  Nature, 

Or  rather  Nature  lhall  contend  with  Duty.  [  Exit  ElfricL 

Enter  the  King  and  Egbert. . 

King,.  Oh  !  never  urge  it,  Egbert ,  fhe  has  Charms, 

Wou’d, 
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Wou’d  make  a  Bearded  Hermit  quit  his  Cell, 

And  own  no  God,  but  Beauty. 

Egb.  She  has  Charms, 

But  there  are  Faces  fairer  far  than  hers. 

King.  Oh !  (lie  'has  that  vaft  Beauty  of  the  Mind, 

The  lovelieffc  Face  in  Nature  cannot  equal  •, 

Faces  are  gilded  Baits  to  catch  Fools  Hearts  with, 

'Fhe  fuperficial  Var nifties  to  hide 

The  Flaws  that  lurk  beneath  them - Wit  like  hers, 

And  that  engaging  Air  of  arflefs  Innocence, 

Shall  ftrike  the  Heart,  ten  thoufand  Faces  reach  not. 

Egb.  \Afuler\  By  Heav’n  he  loves  her  !  I’ll  difcover  all, 
The  Wronger  Poifon  muft  expel  the  weaker. 

King .  And  then  fuch  modeft  Blufhes  grace  her  Speech, 
Such  winning  Geftureswait  on  what  die  utters, 

He  muft  not  be  a  Man,  who,  feeing  her, 

Envys  not  Atbelwold  her  fweet  Polfeftion. 

Egb.  True  !  ihe  has  worth  !  —  but,  oh !  (he  has  a  Sifter, 
As  far  beyond  her — —every  way  beyond  her, 

As  Mountain  Snow  beyond  the  Fogs  of  Morning. 

King.  A  Sifter,  fay’d:  thou,  fairer  than  her  fe If  ? 

Egb.  O,  every  way  more  Charming,  Sir,  than  (he  ^ 

She  has  a  Sifter,  who,  like  Foreft  Pines, 

Stands  with  an  afpedl  of  erefted  Majefty  • 

But  then  fo  Condefcending,  and  fo  kind. 

As  if  her  humble  Soul  was  form’d  to  prove, 

Pride  dwells  not  in  appearance - 'Then  her  Face 

Has  all  the  Brightnefs  of  an  Angels  Look, 

Without  the  Terror  of  it. - Her  foft  Voice, 

Like  fudden  Mulick,  heard  at  dead  of  Night, 

Wakes  wonder,  that  our  -Pleafure  may  diflolve  it  j 
The  Rainbow  has  no  White  and  Red,  to  match  her, 

Lilies  grow  paler,  and  the  Rofes  bluftg 
To  fee  themfelves  worn  by  her  for  \  their  fhame. 

Not  her  own  Ornament  ^ - -  Her  riling  Breads, 

like  Snow-Top’d  Mountains,  mark  her  Eden  s  Confines, 
Betwixt  them  lies  a  Plain,  fo  lovely  fair. 

It  feems  the  milky  way  to  Beauties  Heav’n  f 
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King.  Can  Stars,  like  this,  fliine  in  my  Hernifphere, 

And  i  not  fee  their  Glory,  —  fure  thou  dream’ll, 

Fairer  than  Elfrid,  fay’ll  thou  ? 

Egb.  Not  than  Elfrid , 

For  how  can  Elfrid  be  more  fair  than  Elfrid  d 

King.  Art  thou  grown  mad?  • — Thou  faidfl  this  beauteous  Crea- 
Was  Elf r id's  Siller,  and  more  fair  than  Elfrid.  f ture 

Egb.  Fairer  fhe  is  by  far  than  Elfrid  is, 

'If  Ihe  be  Elfrid' s  feif,  whom  we  call  Elfrid. 

King.  Hell !  Doll  thou  mock  me  with  a  Womans  Riddte  ? 
Egb.  Women  themfelves  are  Riddles  3  few  they  are, 

Who  can  unfold  them  rightly. 

King.  Hall  thou  meaning  ? 

Or  doll  thou  dally  with  thy  Sov’reigns  Paflions? 

Egb.  [jdfidef  I  am  advanc’d  too  far  for  a  Retreat, 

Althehvold  lhares  too  much  of  the  King’s  Favour, 

And  Love  and  Policy  confpire  his  Ruin.  " 

To  the  King.’ ]  In  fhort  your  Majefty  has  not  feen  Elfrid  3 
For  Athelwold ,  remembring  the  Deceit 
By  which  he  gain’d  her,  fear’d  your  jull  Refentment; 

And  won  the  kind  Qrdelia ,  Elfrid'1  s  Sifter, 

To  perfonate  the  Wife  he  fear’d  to  lofe. 

King.  What !  has  the  Man  I  trufted,  wrong’d  me  fo  ? 

O  Love  !  thy  Power  is  uncontroul’d  indeed, 

If  it  can  make  an  honeft  Man  a  Villain  ! 

Egb.  I  dare  not  plead  to  fave  his  Life,  who  thus 
Has  prov  d  dilloyal  to  a  Prince  fo  Gracious. 

-  King.  Thou  art  too  zealous  in  thy  Sov’reign’s  Caufe 
I  wou’inot  touch  fo  brave  a  Subjeft’s  Life,  * 

For  all  the  Female  Charms  the  World  cou’d  give  me , 

I  will  not  ftrain  Revenge  beyond  its  Caufe  3 
Love  taught  the  Subjeft  to  betray  his  King, 

And  Love  lhall  teach  the  King  to  wrong  his  Subjeft-. 

If  this  be  Sin,  ’tis  fure  the  fmalleft  Sin 
Unbounded  Power  can  know  :>  and  Gracious  Heav’n 
Alleviates  Punilhments  for  Crimes  of  Love, 

When  urge!  by  Provocations  great  as  mine. 
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Eg/;.  Ha  !  fee  !  left  you  fhou’d  doubt  I  faid  too  much 
In  praife  of  Elf  rid*  s  Charms,  kind  Heav’n  has  fent  her 
To  prove  her  Worth,  and  my  Sincerity. 

King.  If  that  be  fhe,  who  yonder  penfive  comes, 

She  feems  fome  fair  Inhabitant  of  Heav’n, 

Shot  with  a  falling  Star  from  yon  bright  Regions, 

To  light  the  World 'below! - 

Egb.  Obferve  her,  Sir, 

She  takes  our  Walk,  and  muling,  fees  us  not. 

Enter  Elfrid  in  a  melancholy  Foflure, 

Elf.  I’ll  curb  my  longing  Glances,  left  they  judge 
Tis  Choice,  not  Chance,  that  guides  me  :  Oh!  my  Soul  1  - 

He  bears  a  wond’rous  Magick  in  his  Perfon  ! 

King.  If  to  difturb  fo  fair  a  Creatures  Thoughts 
May  be  forgiven  a  Prince,  who  wond’ring  fees  you, 

You  will  not  change  that  lovely  Countenance, 

To  frown  on  Interruption. 

Elf.  Heav’ns  defend  me  ! 

1  little  thought  I  fhou’d  meet  Strangers  here, 

I  came  to  feek  a  folitary  Walk. 

King.  Who  can  blame  you  for  loving  Solitude, 

“When  Earth’s  too  poor  to  furnifh  a  Companion, 

That  may  deferve  the  Bleffing  of  your  Converfe. 

Elf.  The  Words  you  fpeak  to  me,  ferve  but  to  prove 
You’re  us’d  to  talk  with  Ladies  far  above  me  ^ 

I  am  a  Gueft,  like  you,  to  the  kind  Owner 
Of  thefe  f  lir  Gardens. 

King.  Ah  !  too  well  I  know  you. 

Too  well,  btcaufe  I  do  not  know  you  mine  : 

I  am  your  King  but  oh  !  how  vainly  fo. 

When  you  enflave  the  Power  you  Ihou’d  obey ! 

Elf.  [ Kneeling, .]  Oh,  Royal  Sir!  fince  I  perceive  you  know  me, 
Tho’  by  what  fatal  means  is  yet  a  Secret  ^ 

Accept  my  proftrate  Debt  of  Duty  thus  : 

But  oh !  if  ever  Pity  touch’d  your  Breaft, 

If  the  Intreaties  of  a  wretched  Woman 
Have  Pow’r  to  pierce  the  Ear  of  Majefty, 

Forget  that  I,  unhappy  I,  am  Elfrid , 

-  *:  *  3 
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And  for  the  fake  of  my  dear  Athelwold , 

Who  only  cou’d  have  forc’d  me  to  deceive  you 
For  his  fake  pity  me,  and  him  for  mine. 

And  do  not,  —  do  not  let  him  know  you  faw  me* 

Next,  oh  !  forgive  me,  if  I  fly  your  light. 

Since  Duty  fights  with  Duty,  and  compels  me.  [ Rifes  and  goes  out. 

King.  By  Heav’n,  ’till  now  I  never  faw  Perfe&ion  \ 

All  the  gay  Bubbles  of  the  worthlefs  Court 
W ere  but  the  Shadows  to  this  Queen  of  Beauty. 

Oh,  Athelwold !  I  feel  thy  Treafon  now! 

What  fhall  I  do  to  gain  her?  For  tho’Ghofls 
Shou’d  fhake  their  fhrowded  Forms  to  bid  me  {land  j 
Tho’  Thunder  roar’d  to  check  me,  and  the  Earth 
Gap’d  with  a  Grave-like  Yawn  5twixt  her  and  me, 

I  cou’d  not,  wou’d  not  flop,  ’till  I  poffefs’d  her. 

Egb.  I  cannot  wonder  at,  nor  blame  your  Vow  j 
But  open  Violation  will  not  fuit 
That  Godlike  Jultice  you  are  greatly  fam’d  for. 

Caution  and  Prudence  mull  aflilf  the  Race 

A  Man  wou’d  fairly  win  j - a  little  Patience 

Will  help  Contrivance,  and  Contrivance  gain  her. 

King .  Patience  I  thou  Lump  of  Ice !  a  Curfe  on  Patience ! 
Preach  Patience  to  the  Ocean  when  it  roars } 

When  Cities  burn,  climb  to  the  Tops  of  Tow’rs, 

And  thence  preach  Patience  to  the  Wind-born  Flames  :> 

Bid  Hoflile  Armies,  rulhing  on  to  Blood, 

Stand  ftill,  and  liften  to  the  Whine  of  Patience  : 

But  to  name  Patience  to  a  Love  like  mine. 

Is  to  give  tafllefs  Drops  to  Men  in  Fevers. 

I  am  on  Fire  within  me,  and  the  Streams 
Of  gufhing  Rivers  might  rufh  thro’  me  now, 

And  fail  to  quench  my  burning. 

Egb.  Pray  be  calm. 

E’er  many  hours  are  pad,  I’ll  find  fome  means 
To  bring  your  Ma jelly  to  Elfrid' s  Chamber  > 

There,  while  the  warm  Impreflions  of  Refentment 
Wfaifner  her  Soul  how  much  her  Husband  wrong’d  her, 

E  Touch 
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Touch  that  String  artfully,  ’twill  jarr  within  her,. 

And  echo  Notes  fit  for  Revenge  and  Pleafure. 

King.  Thou  talk’d  of  hours,  when  Moments  are  too  tedious 
A  Leaden  Age  rolls  on  in  every  minute. 

Egb.  Ha  !■  I  have  form’d  a  Notion  in  my  Soul, 

That  will  comp  lea  t  your  Joy  foon  as  you  wifh  it. 

King.  Give  the  great  Embryo  Birth,  and  fhare  my  Kingdom, 

Egb.  Earl  Athelwold ,  among  his  numerous  Vertues, 

Cannot  find  one  that’s  proof  ’gainft  Flattery  -y 
For  Flattery’s  an  unfeen  Enemy, 

And  ruins  gallant  Souls,  as  Poifons  kill, 

Which  Villains  mix  with  Confecrated  Wine, 

So  to  be  f wallow’d  as  an  holy  Cordial  : 

Arm’d  then  with  Flatt’ry,  feek  this  Athelwold \ 

Praife  him,  and  talk  him  into  a  Conceit, 

That  he  of  all  your  Subjefts  is  the  Man 
In  whom  alone  you  fafely  can  confide  } 

Then,  when  his  Mind,  work’d  to  a  fecret  Pride 
Is  fit  for  your  Imprefiion,  mildly  tell  him. 

It  does  not  fuit  a  kind  Gueds  Gratitude 
To  fend  his  gen’rous  Hoft  on  Services 

So  full  of  Trouble  j - But  your  Honour  urges, 

And  having  weigh’d  Lord  Ordgars  Inexperience, 

You  find  him  no  ways  equal  to  the  Charge 
Of  treating  with  a  Foe  fo  wife  as  Ludwall ; 

So  take  the  Liberty  to  fix  on  him, 

And  prefs  him  to  Departure. 

King.  Hell  fufpeft  me, 

He’s  a  difeernbg  Man,  the  Turn’s  too  fudden. 

And  the  Requeft  too  odd  to  pafs  unguefs’d. 

Egb.  My  Life  fhall  anfwer  it,  it  paifes  on  him  $ 

But  Rill  the  Wheel  that  moves  it  muft  be  Fiatt’ry. 

Think  on  the  glorious  Opportunity 

His  fudden  ab fence  leaves  you  j  and  mean  while 

The  Task  be  mine  to  entertain  Ordelia, 

With  whom  Lord  Ordgars  Jealoufy  of  me 

Can  never  fail  to  keep  him.  - - Thus  your  Majeity 

Making  right  ufe  of  all  thefe  Circumftances, 
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May  find  fair  Elf  rid  no  fevere  Diana  \ 

And  fo  enjoy  the  utmofl  Blifs  you  wifh 

Without  the  Publick  Infamy.  * - — 

King .  Oh,  Egbert  ! 

Thou  art  a  glorious  Villain,  Judas's  felf 

Was  a  faint  Type  of  thee,  thou  Prince  ©f  Mifchief. 

Come,  let  us  in  :  I’ll  feek  Earl  Athelwold , 

Nor  lofe  a  moment’s  time  to  prove  thy  Skill. 

Witnefs  ye  Heav’ns  I  ne’er  offended  Vertue, 

But  where  the  flrongefl  Paffion  Nature  feels 
Inclin’d,  nay  forc’d  my  backward  Soul  to  fin. 

Tyrants  may  boaft  their  Pow’r  , - but  oh  !  they  prove 

Kings  who  enflave  the  W orld,  are  Slaves  to  Love. - - 


ACT  IV. 

A  Gallery  ^  Athelwold  and  Ordgar. 

Ordg,\  \  THY  I  have  known  thee  bear  thy  Wounds,  and  fmile 
V  V  While  the  barb'd  Arrow  torn  from  thy  brave  Flefh 
Drew  mangled  Sinews  with  it,  —  as  if  Death 
Dreadful  to  others,  had  been  fport  to  thee 
Yet  now  thou  fall’ll  fo  much  below  thy  felf, 

The  very  wind  of  Fear  blows  down  thy  Courage. 

Athel.  Have  I  not  more  than  common  Caufe  to  doubt 
The  King  has  fome  Defign  againft  my  Honour, 

To  fend  me  thus  abruptly  from  my  Houfe  • 

With  a  Pretence  fo  falfe^  the  vertuous  Prince 
Unus’d  to  Ads  of  Bafenefs,  fpoke  with  Pain, 

And  felt  his  falt’ring  Tongue  betray  his  Purpofe. 

Ordg.  Confufion  on  that  downy  Devil,  Love  ! 

Who  thus  can  make  a  Boy  of  a  known  Hero. 

Death  !  I  fhall  lofe  all  Patience  •  has  the  King 
So  much  as  feen,  or  heard,  or  thought  of  Elf  rid? 

Oh  Hell  1  that  when  the  Vertue  of  a  Wife 
Keeps  a  Man  s  real  Honour  out  of  danger, 
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The  Plague  of  Jealoufy  mud  be  call’d  in. 

To  make  him  an  imaginary  Cuckold  ! 

AtheL  Oh,  Ordgar  !  bear  the  failings  of  thy  Friend  3 
Coud’d  thou  but  feel  the  weight  that  galls  my  Soul, 

Pity  wou’d  teach  thy  Reafon  to  forgive  me  ! 

I  wou’d  not  doubt  the  Vertue  of  my  Wife, 

But  fomething  here  allures  me  ’twill  be  trv’d 

With  more  than  common  drength  3 —  and  let  me  tell  you. 

Temptation  is  a  pow’rful  Plea  with  Women. 

I  knew  the  Guilt  of  Treachery  to  obtain  her. 

Vertue  is  Vice,  when  ’tis  thro’  Vice  we  reach  it  3 
Like  unflak’d  Lime,  Sin  lies  unfelt,  and  eafy. 

While  Mirth  and  Gladnefs  keep  it  dry  within  us  3 
But  when  Remorfe  has  feiz’d  our  guilty  Souls, 

And  Sorrow’s  Tears  have  rain’d  their  Streams  upon  it. 

The  moid  Incentive  drikes  the  limy  Heap, 

And  roufes  all  its  Fires  to  fcorch  our  Bofoms. 

Ordg.  If  Guilt  has  dain’d  your  Soul,  the  Dew  of  Mercy 
Falls  thick  enough  to  wafh  thofe  Stains  away. 

And  re-edablifh  all  the  Snow  of  Vertue. 

Heav’n  asks  no  more  Atonement  for  great  Sins 
Than  our  Repentance  3  your  Repentance  then 
Has  long  lince  rac’d  out  one  fo  final  1  as  yours  : 

If  Grief  is  vain,  what  vainer  than  to  grieve  3 
If  ’tis  not  vain,  why  let  me  know  the  Cure, 

And  1*11  apply  it  with  the  Balm  of  Friendfhip  3. 

While  there  was  Hope,  1  laugh’d  at  thy  Afflidion  3 
But  I  now  pity  thee,  to  fee  thee  funk 
In  an  sternal  Lethargy  of  Folly7. 

AtheL  I  have  no  Friend  but  thee,  on  whom  to  lean, 
ff  thou  forfak’d  me,  1  mud  fink  indeed 3 
Thou  wilt  be  happy  in  the  fight  of  Elf r id. , 

When  I  am  gone  to  make  more  room  lor  Ruin 3 
Watch  her  with  Eagles  Eyes,  for  lhe’s  ambitious. 

And  they  who  Hide  upon  Ambition’s  Ice 
Sink  into  Vices,  which  they  fee  and  hate, 

But  move  too  fwift  to. ditto  them.. 
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Ordg.  For  ray  Friend 

I  will  do  more  than  evn  that  Friend  can  ask  me  *,  . 

Prevention  of  a  Crime  keeps  Honour  fafe. 

But  proves  not  Innocence  j  Elfrid  fhall  think 
No  Eye  obferves  her  ^  if  (he  then  forbears. 

Reft  fatisfy’d,  fhe  will  forbear  for  ever  j 
The  better  to  prepare  for  Obfervation, 

I  will  depart  the  Houfe,  as  if  difgufted 
At  the  new  Choice  the  King  has  made  of  you  * 

But  leave  my  Horfes  in  your  Keepers  Care, 

And  coming  back  alone,  enter  again 
Thro’  the  back  Gate,  which  you  fhall  open  privately. 

So,  going  to  my  Chamber,  which  you  know 

Is  oppofite  to  Elfrid' s - 1  unfeen 

Can  mark  all  Night  what  paffes  worth  obferving. 

And  be  your  Ladies  Guardian.- - 

AtheL  Friend  indeed ! 

This  is  a  proof  of  Love,  which  I  wou’d  pay 
With  Show  rs  of  Bleflings,  cou’d  I  claim  from  Heav’n, 

What  I  can  only  pray  for  - but  the  King, 

The  King,  my  Ordgar ,  will  refent  thy  Abfence. 

Ordg.  Oh  !  let  not  that  difturb  you,  Ordgar’s  Soul 
Was  never  Pandar  to  his  Perfon’s  Pride  •, 

Courts  may  invite  great  Minds,  but  awe  them  not 
Farewell,  and  know  I  undertake  this  Task, 

But  to  confute  your  Fears,  not  prove  them  juft.  [Exit  Ordgar. 

AtheL  The  Night  advances  with  a  heavy  pace, 

And  hangs  upon  the  Verge  of  Apprehenfion, 

With  fuch  a  deadly  weight,  and  climbing  flownefs,  * 

As  in  portentous  Terror,  fpeaks  her  Womb 
Impregnated  with  Births  of  dreadful  Mifchief !  - 
I  muft  be  gone  with  Steps  more  fwift  than  hers. 

But  I  will  take  a  Kifs  or  two  from  Elfrid y 
To  live  on  in  the  Famine  of  my  Abfence 

And  fee  fhe’s  here ! - So  after  cloudy  Storms 

Outbreaks  the  glorious  Sun  to  comfort  Mariners. 

Enter  Elfrid. 

Elf  They  tell  me  moft  unwelcome  News,  ray  Lord, 

That  you  muft  leave  me. 


At  he  I > 
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Athel.  Ay,  this  moment  leave  thee  ^ 

"Leave  thee  perhaps  for  ever,  ever  Elfrid. '. 

That’s  a  long  Date  forever,  is’t  not  Elfrid  .<? 

The  King’s  unhind  to  rob  me  of  a  moment, 

Pray  when  returns  my  Love  ? 

Trk/.  Ah  !  when  indeed  ? 


If  Love  has  left  your  Bread,  ah  !  when  returns  it  ? 

Elf.  I  afk’d  how  long  your  Journey  is  to  be  ? 

Athel.  Alas  !  I  cannot  tell  thee.  This  fad  Night 
•Leads  me  to  lye  at  my  fird  Stage  of  Woe  • 

And  Woes  long  Road  has  many,  many  Stages. 

Elf  For  Heav’ns  fake,  my  Dear  Lord,  anfwer  not  thus. 
My  Tears  will  drown  me. 

Athel.  Oh !  my  Souls  bed  half, 

*  Lofe  not  one  pearly  Drop  of  that  rich  Dew, 

Which,  died  on  Sorrow,  wou’d  make  Sorrow  Joy, 

And  Pleafure  fpring  from  Mifery^ - -  Oh  Elfrid! 

1  mud  be  fome  whole  Days  in  mournful  Ab fence, 

And  all  the  Hours  in  Lovers  Days  are  Ages. 

Elf.  Till  you  return,  I  fhall  be  deaf  to  Joy, 

As  Adders  are  to  Mufiok,  pining  Grief 

Will  tell  away  the  deeplefs  Nights  in  Turnings  •, 

I  fhall  lie  wiihing  for  the  Morning  Light, 

Yet  curfe  its  fad  Arrival  when  it  comes, 

•Becaufe  it  cannot  diew  me  Athelwold. 

.Athel.  Wilt  thou  not  fee  the  King  when  I  am  gone? 

Elf.  Alas!  I  wou’d  not  longer  wifh  for  dght. 

Than  dght  cou’d  dwell  on  thee  ^  when  thou  art  gone 
My  Eyes,  grown  ufelefs,  fhall  be  clos’d  in  Night-, 

As  Swallows  fly  not  when  the  Summer  leaves  them. 

Athel.  And  till  my  Arms  again  thus  clafp  thee  to  me. 

If  I  embrace  a  Friend  I  long  have  lod, 

Or  throw  me  on  the  Neck  of  one  more  Dear 
Than  all,  but  thee,  my  Deared  Earthly  Blefling, 

Let  will  thy  Abfence  make  my  Joy  a  Shadow, 

■And  I  fhall  tade  an  Unfubdantial  Blifs, 

Like  one  who  clafps  a  Ghod  and  hugs  but  Air. 
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Elf.  You’ll  find  fome  other  She,  in- your  long  Abfence," 

Whofe  greater  Merit  will  make  mine  forgot. 

JtheL  Alas  f  how  can  I  fee  to  find  another 
When  I  have  loft  my  felf  >  or  being  loft, 

What  cou’d  the  gaining  others  profit  me  > 

Thou  wilt  not  fee  the  King* 

Elf.  So  blefs  me  Heav’n, 

As  I  fhall  keep,  or  break  that  Promife  made  ! 

Athel.  This  Kifs  fhall  feal  the  kind  engaging  Oath, 

And  this,  and  this,  Oh  !  I  cou’d  linger  Ages, 

But  Duty,  barb  rous  Duty,  calls  from  Love. 

Farewel,  my  Dear,  I  go,  and  yet  I  cannot, 

I  muft  return  for  one  Kifs  more,  and  now 

Farewel,  I  go  indeed, - “Remember,  Elf  rid.  £  Exit  Athelwoldv 

Elf.  Remember,  Elf  rid ,  was  the  Word  he  left  me; 

Yes,  Yes,  I  will  remember,  Athelwold , 

I  will  remember,  that  the  finding  thee 
Loft  me  an  Empire  5  and  in  that  Remembrance 
A  thoufand  Tongues  bid  me  remember  too. 

How  Heav’n,  by  calling  thee  away  fo  ftrangeiy, 

Has  fmil’d  on  Opportunity  and  me ! 

Oh,  Opportunity,  thou  bane  of  Vertue  ! 

What  Woman  can  refill  thee!  I’ll  retire. 

And  wait  a  moment  till  my  Husband’s  gone, 

Then,  when  the  King  comes  thro’  the  Gallery, 

Borrow  the  Drefs  of  Chance  once  more  to  friend  me, 

And  finifh  the  great  Talk  begun  fo  happily.  [Exit  Eifrid* 

Enter  thS  King  ond  Egbert. 

King.  But  to  depart  fo  ftrangely,  and  fo  foon,  * 

Nor  take  a  decent  leave,  is  fuch  a  proof 
Of  proud  Difguft,  as  I  imagin’d  Ordgar 
Cou’d  not  have  fhewn  me. 

Egb.  It  furpriz’d  me  too, 

But  by  this  happy  Chance  your  Love-bleft  Fate 
Has  freed  you  from  a  watchful  Man’s  Infpe&ion. 

King .  By  all  the  Hopes  of  Love  that’s  greatly  thought  i  ■ 

But  have  you  publilh’d  fully  thro’  the  Houfe, 

The  lllnefs  ’twill  be  proper  to  pretend. 

And  the  Command,  that  none  fhou’d  ftir  this  way  ? ;  Egk ' 
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Egb.  I  gave  the  Orders  with  fuch  feign’d  Concern, 

7'hat  the  whole  Family  are  flruck  with  Terror  ^ 

The  Wretches  fcarcedurft  breath  for  fear  you  hear  them  5 
They  walk  below  as  if  they  trod  on  Glafs, 

And  fear’d  to  wound  their  Feet  by  breaking  thro*  it  • 

They  w'hifper  to  their  Horfes  in  the  Stable, 

If  a  Dog  howls  they  flab  him. 

King'  All  things  then 

Seem  to  invite  me  to  the  Throne  of  Pleafure  - 
And,  tc  come  thither,  lead  to  Elf  rid*  s  Chamber. 

Egb .  You  cannot  err,  juft  now  the  lovely  Fair, 

Willing  to  be  alone,  difmis’d  her  Maids, 

With  charge  to  wait  her  Call,  e’er  they  return’d. 

King .  That’s  flill  another  finding  Glance  of  Fortune  j 
Fail  not  to  wait  me  at  the  time  appointed. 

Egb.  I  fhall  be  pun&ual,  as  the  Sun  to  Time. 

King .  Aflift  ye  foft  Defires  that  fan  Loves  Flame, 

Vertue  lye  iilent  in  fair  Elfrid's  Soul, 

And  let  her  fnowy  Breafl  be  all  infpir’d, 

With  the  kind  yielding  Motives  of  Compliance. 

Smile,  God  of  Love  !  if  fuch  a  God  there  be. 

Smile  from  thy  Heav’n  on  my  vafl  Hopes  and  me  *, 

Soft  as  her  Bofotn  let  her  Paflions  prove. 

And  melt  her  Frofls  of  Fear  to  Floods  of  Love  ! 

So  fhall  Revenge,  and  Love  thus  jointly  giv’n. 

Make  this  vile  Earth  a  momentary  Heav’n.  [  Exit  the  King. 
Egb.  [ Alone.  3  Well  did  the  King  obferve  how  Midwife  For- 
Helps  the  great  Birth  of  Love  with  which  he  labours,  ( tune, 
And  I  fhou’d  be  more  blind  to  my  good  Fate 
Than  Owls  to  Noon,  did  not  I  fee  it  fliine 
With  Rays  of  happy  Profped: j  now'  Qrdelia 
Sits  in  her  Chamber,  like  the  Mate-left  Turtle, 

I’ll  tune  my  Falcon’s  Voice  of  Roughnefs  to  her. 

And  force  her  to  one  Paflion  by  another 
But  fee,  as  if  my  Guardian  Angel  brought  her. 

She  comes,  oh  !  may'  the  Omen  prove  propitious. 

Enter  Ordelia. 

I’m  well  prevented,  Lady,  I  was  coming 
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To 
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To  bring  you  an  unwelcome  Piece  of  News, 

Ordgar  has  left  his  Miftrefs,  and  his  King. 

Ord.  I  anfwer  not,  my  Lord,  for  Ordgar  %  Adions  \ 

But  you  might  well  have  fpar’d  the  Pains  you  take, 

I  heard,  and  have  been  forry  for’t  already. 

Egb.  Can  you  be  forry  for  his  Faults  you  love  not  ? 

Ah  !  fair  Deceiver  !  you  convince  me  now ! 

Ord.  Since  the  full  Symptoms  of  a  barb’rous  Triumph 
Swell  on  thy  Eye-balls  with  a  fparkling  Joy, 

To  find.  Lord  Ordgar  has  incens’d  the  King, 

Tho’  he  had  Caufe  fufiicient  for  Refentment, 

Which,  I  believe,  was  owing  to  thy  Counfel  y 
Know,  that  I  love  him  more  than  I  hate  thee. 

And  fure  !  that  fpeaks  fuperlative  Excefs  ^ 

For  thou  haft  fuch  mean  Artifice  within  thee. 

As  makes  thee  odious  to  the  World,  and  me. 

Egb .  Lovers  who  hope  can  bear  far  more  than  this. 

Ord.  Can  thy  detefted  Love  hope  ought  from  me  > 

Thou  art  Love’s  Scare-Crow  \  Pleafure  flies  before  thee. 

As  Doves  before  the  Swoop  of  tow’ring  Falcons. 

Egb .  I  can  hear  this,  and  more,  difdainful  Maid 
But  know.  I’ll  place  it  to  your  Ordgar  s  fcore. 

He  (hall  make  large  amends  j  - nay,  do  not  frown, 

For  I  can  force  him  to  it.  - - - 

Ord.  Thou  force  Ordgar  ! 

The  Mountain-Goat  wou’d  fooner  force  the  Lion, 

How  wou’dft  thou  force  him  ?  With  thy  Sword  thou  dar’ft  not. 

Erb.  I  will  not  ufe  my  Sword,  I  need  not.  Madam, 

His  late  Affront  to  Majefty  fuffices,  « 

I  can  improve  a  Theme  lefs  copious  far 
To  the  Deftrudion  of  a  favour’d  Rival. 

Ord.  Thou  wilt  not,  dar’ft  not  ad  a  Deed  fo  bafe. 

He’ll  ftab  thee  for’t,  and  punifh  here  on  Earth 
Thy  Villain-body  then  thy  broiling  Soul 
Shall  howl  Atonement  in  a  Hell  of  Torments. 

Egb.  Nay,  if  your  Ordgar  $  Ruin  will  not  move  you, 

I  have  another  Card  of  Fate  to  play  ^ 

I  will  betray  the  Secret  to  the  King, 

F  He 
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He  can  find  means  to  punifh  your  Deceit, 

And  AthehvolE s  bafe  Robbery  of  Elfrid . 

CW.  Why,  thou  might*#  keep  a  School  of  Villainy 
For  Devils  to  learn  to  fin  in :  Tell  me.  Fiend, 

Doft  thou  not  feel  a  thing  call’d  Confcience  in  thee  > 

Will  not  whole  Houfes  Ruin  move  thy  Pity  > 

Egb.  Yes,  I  have  Pity,  and  a  Confcience  too  j 
But  my  Defpair  of  you  has  froze  them  both, 

Nothing  but  the  warm  Blefling  of  your  Love 
Can  thaw  their  Influence  in  me. 

CW.  Nothing  elfe ! 

Can  nothing  but  my  Love  make  thee  lefs  Villain, 

Than  Nature  form’d  thee  for  > - Tell  me,  dear  Devil*. 

Say,  wand’ring  Prince  of  Hell,  difguis’d  in  Courtier* 

Can  no  lefs  Sacrifice  than  Love  content  thee  > 

Egb.  No  lefs  than  all  your  Love,  or  all  your  Perfon,, 

Ferfon  and  Love  with  me  have  the  fame  meaning  *r 
Or  if  you  can  divide  them  to  my  liking, 

1*11  be  content  with  either.. 

CW.  Perifh  all - - 

Perifh  Ordelia  in  her  felf,  and  Friends, 

Rather  than  hoop  to  perifh  in  her  Honour  ! 

Avoid  me,  Hell-hound,  as  thou  wou’dft  thy  Fate, 

Thy  fight,  like  Bafilisks,  deftroys  by  looking  \ 

Thy  Touch  infeRs  like  Poifbn,  and  thy  Voice, 

Like  the  foreboding  Skriech-Owls,  founds  to  Mifchief* 

Thy  ev’ry  Senfe  is  venomous  as  Afps, 

And  brings  Damnation  with  thee :  Fly  me,  Monfter. — -  [Exit.  Ord. 

Egb.  \_AlonE^\  Not  all  this  Rage  fhall  fhake  the  Hope  within  me, 
’Tis  but  the  Blaze  before  extinguifh’d  Hatred, 

The  loudeft  Blaft,  that  fpeaks  a  Calm  approaching: 

Fll  after  her,  lhe  has  the  Hook  within  her. 

And  plunging  will  but  weaken  her  Refiftance.  [ Exit  after  hen 

Enter  Ordgar  alone. 

Ordg,  I  enter’d  with  Rich  filence,  and  fuch  hafte, 

That  Notice  neither  met*  nor  overtook, me  *, 

.? 
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I  heard  a  Voice  but  now,  methoughts  Or  deli  a\ 

JBhe  muft  not  fee  me  here,  I’ll  to  my  Port:  ^ 

For,  having  undertaken  the  fond  Talk, 

Friendfhip  commands  my  Reafon  to  be  blind 

To  the  foft  Folly  of  the  thing  ddign’d.  [Exit  Ordgar. 

A  C  T  V. 

The  SCENE  continues .  Enter  Ordgar.  The  Stage 

wholly  darken  cl y  with  Thunder  and  Lightning . 

Ordg.  QO  vaft  a  Change  in  the  bright  Face  of  Heav’n 
O  Ne’er  made  Earth  wonder  ^  for  the  filver  Moon 
Wreaths  her  pale  Homs  with  folds  of  mourning  Sable, 

As  if  forne  Tragedy  were  to  be  play’d 
In  Heav’ns  high  Theatre  *,  whofe  fhifting  Scenes 
Have  fill’d  the  World  with  fuch  a  folid  Darknefs, 

The  Sun  will  fail  to  pierce  it  ^  and  the  Wings 
Of  flutt ’ring  Ravens  beat  againft  the  Windows, 

While  Birds  of  Omen  with  foreboding  Skreams 
Make  Horrors  felf  more  horrid  Ev’ry  Board 
Seems  to  fend  up  a  Groan,  when  trod  upon  j 
Strange  colour’d  Lights  are  hurried  to  and  fro 
Without  a  hand  to  guide  them,  whofe  pale  Fhmes 
Serve  not  for  Light,  but  Terror.  — — ■  What  this  means, 

My  Soul,  too  weak  to  tell,  forbears  to  guefs  at !  0 

Enter  x4thelwold  feeling  his  Vfay. 

Athel.  The  Houfe  is  blent,  as  if  Death  reign’d  in  it  t 
Such  filence  doubles  Horror ! 

Ordg .  Who’s  there  >  '  '  :  "  t 

Athel.  Ordgar! 

Ordg .  Who  calls  me  with  a  Voice  fo  like  my  Friends? 
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Athel .  ’Tis  I,  thy  Athelwold. 

Ordg .  What  brings  you  back  ? 

Athel,  May  I  fpeak  here  with  fafety  > 

Ordg.  None  can  hear. 

No  Mortal  treads  this  Floor  befides  us  two, 

Athel  Oh,  Odgar!  Fate  defigns  fome  wondrous  Mifchief. 
Soon  as  I  left  my  Wife,  I  (trait  took  Horfe, 

And  fpurr’d  full  fpeed  directly  thro’  that  Road 
Which  leads  to  the  wide  Heath,  that  lies  between 
The  Wood  of  Beeches ,  and  my  Park’s  Weft-entrance. 

No  fooner  had  I  gain’d  the  open  Common, 

But  fu'ch  a  Darknefs  (hut  the  Eye  of  Heav’n, 

As  made  light  ufelefs,  and  a  ftorm  of  Rain 
Beat  in  my  Face  witli  an  impetuous  fury, 

Driv’n  by  a  riftng  Wind,  that  whiftled  round  me  ^ 

And  ever,  and  anon,  a  dreadful  Peal 
Of  rattling  Thunder  bur  ft  the  Walls  of  Heav’n, 

And  drove  the  flafhing  Lightning  thro’  the  Gloom 
With  crooked  Keene fs,  and  portentous  Horror. 

I  fpurr’d  in  vain  ‘y  for  (till  the  more  I  drove. 

The  Horfe  more  ftartled  at  the  Storm’s  Increafe, 

Turn’d  fidelong  to  the  Weather,  ’till  at  laft 
All  on  a  fudden,  up  he  bounded  backward. 

And  lighting  roughly  on  the  (lipp’ry  Ground, 

Fell,  and  with  angry  hoofs  kick’d  at  the  Air. 

Ordg.  A  ftrange  Misfortune !  fure  this  Fall  has  bruis’d  you, 
Athel.  Alas  1  Ten  thoufand  thoufand  Falls,  my  Ordgar , 
Wou’d  fail  with  all  their  force  to  bruife  my  Body 
So  much  as  this  one  Fall  has  bruis’d  my  Soul : 

For —  oh  !  my  Nature  (brinks  at  the  Rememb  ranee  l 

fand  Courage  (hakes  within  me  ! - As  I  rofe, 

And  flood  furpriz’d,  I  felt  a  fudden  Force, 

Which,  like  the  (tiff  cold  hand  of  a  dead  Friend, 

Touch’d  me  behind,  and  pull’d  me  gently  backward  j 

I  turn’d,  and  oh !  amazing  Sight !  - .  beheld 

The  (hrouded  Ghoft  of  my  dear  aged  Father^ 

In  the  fad  pofture  of  a  Man  who  mourns ! 

The  Phantom  ftood,  and  wrung  its  hands  before  me. 


The 
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The  Head,  in  fpeechlefs  geftures,  thus - and  thus. 

Seem’d  willing,  but  unable  to  advife  me } 

And  while  my  knocking  Knees  bent  to  the  Earth, 

That  in  the  pofture  of  an  awful  Duty, 

I  might  defire  to  know  the  mighty  Caufe, 

Which  broke  the  peaceful  Marble  he  was  laid  in. 

To  fend  him  back  to  Earth  in  this  ftrange  Form, 

Ev’n  while  the  half-born  Words  dy’d  on  my  Tongue, 

He  feem’d  to  weep,  groan’d  thrice  and  vanilh’d  from  me* 

Ordg.  Prodigious  1  and  amazing  !  vanifh’d  thus  ? 

Athel.  Vanilh’d,  and  left  a  Heart  of  Ice  within  me  y 
I  ventur’d  to  remount  my  Horfe,  and  rode 
Swift,  as  the  Gloom  permitted,  back  again  y 
I  enter’d  at  the  Gate,  which  you  left  open. 

And  pafs’d  unnoted. - Now,  my  Orcfgar,  fay, 

What  ftrange  Difcoveries  haft  thou  made  ?  - Oh!  tellme. 

For  fure  this  War  of  Nature  rauft  mean  fomething. 

Ordg .  A  dreadful  fomething  fure !  What  e’er  it  be  y 
But  reft  thou  happy  *,  Peace  and  Thou  may  meet  *, 

Good  Heav’n  preferve  the  King  from  thefe  bad  Omens ! 

Athel .  I  heard  the  Servants  as  I  pafs’d  a  Door, 

Where  fome  were  met,  whifper  in  Words  of  Fear, 

As  if  the  King  were  gone  to  Bed  diforder’d. 

Ordg.  ’Tis  highly  probable,  for  (ince  I  came. 

No  Tread  of  Man  or  Woman  has  been  heard. 

Not  a  Moufe  ftirring  this  way  *, - Solemn  Silence 

Has  kept  the  guiltlefs  Door  of  Elfrid's  Chamber. 

Athel  Then  I  am  blefs’d,  then  Heav’n  is  kind  indeed  j 
Let  Omens  upon  Omens  threaten  now,  o 

Since  Elfrid’s  Love  and  Vertue  bid  me  fear  not  y 
Hark !  is  not  that  a  Tread  > 

Ordg.  The  ftep  fpeaks  Man. - - — 

Athel.  I  wou’d  not  have  him  hear  me, - - 1*11  go  round,, 

And  entring  ElfricTs  Chamber  the  back  way, 

Surprize  her  with  my  Prefence,  and  its  Caufe. - - ■ 

As  Athelwoid  goes  off  on  one  fide  the  Stage,  enter  Egbert 
-  on  the  other. 

Egb.  Hem !  Hem  !  Sir,  are  you  here  }  - 
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Ordg.  Ha !  'tis  a  Voice 
That  feeins  to  give  a  fign  to  one  expelled, 

I’ll  anfwer  him, - -Hem, - *  Hem, 


Egb.  My  Lord  the  King  > 

Ordg.  [ Afide. ]  Ha!  is  it  there  you  are? — Oh!  He'll!  —  the 
Egb.  I  met  Or  deli  a  when  I  left  your  Majefty,  (  fame. 

And  after  long  Entreaties  had  been  vain 
To  win  her  Heart  from  Ordgar ,  told  her  plainly 
Your  Ma jelly  took  his  late  Ad  fo  ill, 

That  Banilhment  wou’d  follow  your  Difpleafure.  ' 

This  mov’d  her  Bofom  with  a  War  of  Pafiions, 

And  if,  while  your  Refentment  now  is  warm, 

Your  Majelly  wou’d  barilla  for  a  while 

That  boy’ftrous .Youth,  whofe  Pride  fullies  his  Worth, 

l  fhou’d  be  happy  in  Or  deltas  Love  j 

Abfence  wou’d  teach  her  to  forget  my  Rival  j 

And  fuch  a  Punifhment  on  Ordgar  done 

Wou’d  teach  fome  difcontented  great  ones  Duty. 

If  by  my  means  you  have,  as  fure  you  have, 

Poffefs’d  the  Lovely  Elfrid ,  be  this  Grant 
The  foie  Reward  it  gains  me. 

OrJg.  [ \AJide.~]  Oh,  thou  Villain  ! 

Egb.  Why  is  the  Majefty  of  England  filent? 

What  Joys,  what  Tranfports  has  fair  Elfrid  giv’n  you? 

Oh  fill  my  Bread;  with  fome  unheard  of - — 

Ordg.  flab bing  him.~]  Torture, - • 

There  Hellhound!  there,  thou  haft  what  fuits  thy  Merit, 

Down  to  the  Devils,  down,  Hell  is  thy  Home, 

And  thus  I  fend  thee  thither. - * 

Egb.  Curfes  find  thee, 

Tho’  Death  and  Darknefs  hide  thee  from  my  Eyes.  [  Dies, 
Ordg .  Furies  tear  thee  as  thou  haft  tom  my  Quiet, 

Down  Devil,  down,  and  tell  the  Prince  of  Darknefs 
Ordgar  has  fent  a  Fiend  more  black  than  he. 

To  fill  the  burning  Throne  of  Hells  Dominions :  . 

Oh  !  what  a  lhock  has  my  poor  Soul  fuftain’d  I 
Now  At  behold.  /  Unhappy  Aibehvold  / 


£  Drawing. 


Poor 
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Poor,  Ruin’d,  Loft,  Undone  Friend  Athelwold!  ' 
lean  forgive  thee  now  for  all  thy  Fears  *, 

I  was  a  Novice  in  the  School  of  Nature, 

And  had  not  learnt  till  now  to  fpell  a  Villain  • 

Night  wears  not  ali  this  hideous  Drefs  for  nothing.. 

Oh  1  At  behold !  poor,  wretched  At  he!  wold! 

Enter  Ordelia  with  a' Candle* 

***“*■  *  .  ■  ? 

Or deh a  !  Dear  Ordelia  !  thou  art  honeft, 

Venture  not  one  ftep  farther,  Hell  reigns  here,  ' 

And  Plagues  will  blaft  thy.  Footfteps. 

Or d.  Ordgar  here  ! 

Oh  Prodigy  !  IN  let  h  oughts  I  heard  a  noife. 

And  fnatch  a  a  Light  to  run - 

Ordg.  Take  the  Light  hence  — — 

For  what  has  Light  to  do  with  Deeds  of  Darknefs?. 

Yet  ftay,  ’twill  guide  me  to  my  Friends  Revenge, 

Oh  !  lead  me  to  the  King,  this  Monfter  King, 

And  I’ll  rob  Heav’n  of  Vengeance,  Blood  and  Vengeance, 

Ord.  Alas !  what  ftrange  Diforder  fhakes  you  thus  ? 

Ordg ,  Look  here,  and  let  Death  anfwer  *,  Death!  what’s  D^ath! 
What  is  one  Death  for  fuch  a  Lift  of  Treafons  > 

Oh  !  that  thou  cou’dft  but  furnifh  me  a  Life 
For  every  damning  Sin  thy  black  Soul  fwellcl  with. 

Thus  wou’d  I  ftab  thee,  thus,  thus,  kill  thee  Ages*, 

But  I’ll  go  feek  the  injur’d  Athehold 9 
Revenge  is  fweeteft  to  the  wrong’d  Mans  Tafte, 

And  his  Ihou’d  furfeit  on  it -  [  Exit  Ordga?  fnat thing the 

Light  from  Ordelia, 

Ord .  Bounteous Heav’n, 

Rain  Mercy  here,  for  fure  whole  Showrs  muftfall. 

Before  this  Stain  of  Murder  difappears.  —  [  Runs  out  after 

Ordgar* 

Re-enter  iVthelwold  itt  the  Dark. 

Athel.  I  knock’d,  but  Elf  rid  con’d,  or  wou’d  not  hear  me, 

A  Leaden  Weight  of  Fear  hangs  oray  Soul  5 


Hark  l  - 
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Hark  !  There’s  the  Voice  again  j  thrice  has  that  Sound 
Rung  thro’  my  Ears  like  Tome  {brill  Skream  of  Woe! 

And  in  my  Father’s  Accents  thrice  pronounc’d 
The  dark  foreboding  Words  exped  and  bear. 

Sure  he,  who  can  bear  Prodigies  like  thefe, 

Thefe  Racks  of  Terror,  and  thefe  Stings  of  Confcience, 

Thefe  threatning  Omens,  thefe  portentous  Shockings, 

'Thefe  dreadful  Prologues  to  the  Scenes  of  Fate, 

Will  never  {brink  from  Mifchiefs  keeneft  Edge, 

Nor  the  hudge  Strides  of  formidable  Horror. 

Why,  what  a  Wreck  of  Heav’n  and  Earth  is  here. 

To  uffier  in  the  Fall  of  one  poor  Mortal! 

Death  is  too  common  to  need  all  this  State, 

And  the  cold  Graves  kind  Bofom  lies  as  open 
To  ftatelefs  Entrance,  as  to  folemn  Ruin. 

Hope  is  no  more,  and  with  Hope,  Fear  is  dead  *, 

But  hark  !  a  Tread,  perhaps  ’tis  Elfrid  comes. 

I’ll  walk  and  meet  her. - 

Enter  the  King,  as  from  Elfridh  Chamber. 

King.  Oh  !  I  hear  thee,  Egbert , 

Give  me  thy  guiding  Hand,  this  fudden  Darknefs 
Made  my  way  difficult  from  Elf  rid' s  Arms, 

Who  wou’d  not  fuffer  me  to  bring  a  Light, 

Leaft  I  might  fo  difcover  my  ftol’n  Happinefs. 

Athel.  Oh !  that  fome  Thunder-bolt  wou’d  flrike  thee  dumb, 
And  blefs  my  Ears  with  Deafnefs. 

King.  Wha,$  art  thou, 

Who  {peak’ll  fo  like  the  Man,  who  wrong’d  his  Prince  ? 

Athel .  The  wretched’ft  Husband,  and  moll  injur’d  Subjed 
Will  teach  your  guilty  Tongue  to  call  me  Athelrvold. 

King.  How  dard’ll  thou  difobey  my  late  Commands  ? 

Athel.  How  dar’d  you  wrong  a  Man  who  loves  Revenge  ? 
King.  Am  I  your  King  ? 

And  have  I  giv’n  you  Honours  after  Honours, 

Titles  on  Titles,  — — 


i 


Athel. 
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Athel.  Titles!  — — of  Cuckold  — - - 

Hell!  and  Confufion!  Were  you  King  of  Nature 
Above  the  Pow’r  of  Fate,  and  wrong’d  my  Red, 

I  wou’d  lave  Oceans  dry,  but  I  would  reach  you  j 
The  Flames  of  Lightning  fhou’d  not  fccrch  me  back, 

Nor  Thunder  drive  me  from  my  juft  Revenge. 

King.  Thou  dar’ft  not  lift  thy  Arm  to  wound  thy  Prince. 

Athel  Dare  I  not.  King?  - — -Yes,  by  the  Pow’rs  of  Heav’n 
I  dare  as  much  againft  thee,  thus  offending-. 

As  I  dar’d  for  thee  *,  when  this  fingle  Ann 
Drove  Hoftile  Squadrons  of  Welch  Rebels  back, 

While  thy  fall’n  Horfe  expos’d  thy  treach’rous  Breaft 
To  a  whole  Grove  of  Lances  bent  againft  thee  j 
Oh  !  Had  I  then,  inftead  of  faving,  kill’d  thee, 

Inftead  of  thee,  I  hadpreferv’d  my  Honour  ! 

King.  How  is  thy  Honour  loft  ? 

Athel.  Damn  the  bafe  Queftion, 

Does  not  my  Wife’s  Difioyalty  lofe  Honour? 

King.  No*,  not  thy  Wife’s,  thy  own  Diftoyalty 
Firft  loft  thy  Honour  if  thou  e’er  hadft  any } 

Elf  rid  is  mine,  not  thine,  and  pleas’d  to  hear  it: 

Nothing  but  that  cou’d  eafe  the  Pain  thou  gav’ft  me. 

But,  Traitor,  know,  and  let  it  grate  thy  Soul, 

Thy  Wife,  repenting,  that  fhe  let  thy  Hand 
Pluck  the  firft  Flow’r  from  her  rich  Field  of  Beauty, 

Has  kindly  own’d  me  Lord  of  that  fair  Garden, 

And  giv’n  me  free  Pofteftion  of  the  whole. 

With  leave  to  Revel  uncontrol’d,  and  often. 

And  guard  my  Paradife  from  Fiends  like  thee. 

Athel.  I  thank  thee,  thou  haft  raisM  me  now  indeed  y 
Draw,  for  my  Sword  fhall  fee  to  thy  falfe  Heart, 

Tho’Yny  Eyes  cannot  find  thee  y —  Lights  here,  Lights.  [ [Draws 

King.  Slave  !  Know  thy  King. 

Athel.  Damnation  !  aft  thy  Majefty 
Has  loft  the  Sacred-  Pow’r  that  us’d  to  guard  thee  y 
For  Guilt  debafes  Kings  to  common  Sinners* 

And  common  Puniihments  for  injur’d  Honour. 

G>  Shall- 
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Shall  ftrike  thee  thro’  thy  Shield  of  Royalty  * 

Lights,  Lights,  here  Lights!  — 

Enter  Elfrid,  furprizdd,  with  a  Light. 

'Elf.  Telline,  here  ! 

What  direful  Mifchief  has  befall’n  the  King, 

That  this  Noife  reach’d  my  Chamber?  —  Athelwold!  [  Starting. 
Athel.  I  thank  thee  Heav’n  j  — -  and  thus  revenge  my  Wrongs  *5 

•Die,  fair  foul  Damner,  die  ^  - and  Shame  die  with  thee. 

£  Stabs  Elfrid. 

Elf.  Oh!  let  Revenge,  fo  full,  reftore  thy  Peace! 

And  expiate  the  Guilt  of  thy  loft  Elfrid.  [  She  dies. 

King.  Mourn  Widow’d  World!  for  Beauty  dies  with  her. 

Oh  !  ftie  is  gone !  the  Star  of  Love  is  fall’n. 

And  Pleafure  withers  in  her  flow’ry  Bloftom ! 

Thou,  Traitor  !  fhal’t  not  live  to  boaft  her  Murder  ! 

"Go  — — Villain,  follow  her,  — —  her  Ghoft  demands  thee. 

[_  Stabs  Althelwold. 

Athel.  ’Twas  an  inglorious  Blow !  but  ’twas  a  welcome  one ! 

[ Support  big  him f elf  on  his  Sword. 
Tis  a  kind  Hand,  that  takes  the  only  way 
Thus  to  atone  for  what  your  unkind  Heart 

Has  greatly  wrong’d  me  in ! - -  Oh !  Royal  Sir  ! 

Forgive  the  Tranfport,  Rage  and  injur’d  Love 
Plung’d  my  Allegiance  in,  when  my  bold  Tongue 
Blafphem’d  the  holy  Head  of  Majefty  ! 

My  Wrongs  I  pardon  *,  do  you  pardon  yours, 

And  I  fhall  book  on  Death  as  a  kind  Friend 
Who  draws  a  Curtain  round  my  Bed  of  Sorrows ! 

King.  Nay,  thou  haft  touch’d  me  now  with  deep  Repentance  ! 
And  thy  forgiving  me  a  wrong  fo  great. 

Forbids  me  the  forgiving  it  my  felf. 

Oh!  live,  my  Athelwold!  that  future  Good 
May  recompence  the  mighty  Ills  I’ve  done  thee  ! 

I  have  no  Subjed  left,  when  thou  art  gone, 


Who 
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Who  loves  me  more  than  Fortune  I  Thou  art  known  !  • 

Proofs  after  Proofs  have  fpoke  thee  brave  and  honed  ! 

Athel.  I  had  been  honed,  had  not  Love  feduc’d  me  1 

Enter  Ordgar,  his  Sword  drawn ,  with  Ordelia, 

Ordg.  Hell  !  what  has  bloody  Fate  been  doing  here  ! 

Death  has  outftripp’d  my  hade  !  Oh  !  barb’rous  King ! 

Does  not  thy  Confcience  - — — - 

Athel.  Ordgar  !  - by  our  Love, 

I  charge  thee  fay  no  more  !  Let  Duty  bind  thee ! 

The  pitying  King  has  griev’d  thy  Friend’s  Misfortune  i 

Ord.  Oh  !  Death  !  come,  take  me  from  thefe  Scenes  of  Woe! 
The  Lady  faints  *,  fupport  her  all !  and  bear  her 
Where  Art  and  Care  may  raife  her  finking  Soul ! 

Ordg .  Oh  !  touch  her  gently,  as  you  wou’d  your  Eye-balls  fi 
What  fhall  I  do  >  Pity  and  Love  divide  me  ! 

Oh  !  Friend  !  oh  !  Athelwold  !  when  thou  art  dead. 

Who  can  tad  Joys  in  Life,  or  Life  in  Joy  ? 

Thou  dear  Companion  of  my  Youth  and  Manhood  ! 

Thou  Bofom-balm  of  Peace!  Thou  Soul  of  Friendfhip ! 

Say,  to  what  Hand,  what  Chance  owe  we  thy  Lofs  > 

Athel.  Aik  me  not  what  I  have  no  Breath  to  anfwer. 

Come  clofer,  Ordgar  l  let  me  lean  upon  thee  !„ 

For  I  feel  Death,  cold  Death  !  in  Icy  Sweats 
Creep  o’er  my  diff’ning  Joints,  and  drag  me  downward  F 
King.  Let  me  join  with  you  in  this  lated  Proof 

Of  pious  Friendfhip  ! - Oh  !  lov’d  Athelwold 7 

[They  fupport  Bim. 

Wilt  thou  not  once  more  fay  that  thou  forgiv’d  me? 

Speak,  if  the  Tyrant  Death  yet  leaves  thee  Pow’r, 

Speak  That  once  more,  and  blefs  me  ! 

Athel,  Oh  !  I  do ! 

May  you  live  happy  ever  ! - Fatal  Love  1' 

Oh  !  Ordgar,  let  my  fad  Example  teach  thee 
Not  to  make  Love  thy  Plea  for  Guilt !  for  Love 
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Has  made  my  Fall  thus  guilty,  and  thus  wretched ! 

I  feel  my  Breath  grow  fhorter,  and  my  Sinews, 

Like  unbent  Bows,  have  loll  the  Force  of  Nature. 

F  lie  low  —  low  as  my  Love  has  call  me!  [Sinking. 

So  1  now  my  humble  Polture  fuits  myiFate ! 

Now,  r cigar,  join  thy  manly  Brealt  to  mine, 

Ai.  i  kifs  me  clofely  with  the  Lips  of  Love, 

Tii  r  s  may  breath  my  dying  Friendlhip  through  thee  ! 

Thou  wilt  fbmetimes  remember  Jchelwold, 

Wilt  thou  not,  Ordgar  .<? 

Ordg.  How  can  i  forget  thee 

In  whom  alone  I  live  ?  - Oh  !  Friend!  permit  me 

Thus  to  embrace  thee  in  thy  low  Condition ! 

My  Friend  !  my  dying  Friend  ! - oh  !  may  thy  Fate 

In  the  uncertainty  of  that  dark  World 

Upon  whofe  Brink  thou  llandelt,  be  more  blefs’d 

Than  thy  unhappy  Love  has  made  it  here  ! 

Pardon  the  Woman’s  Tears  I  Hied  upon  thee  ! 

For,  oh!  who  wou’d  not  weep  for  fuch  a  Friend  ? 

King.  What  light  of  Woe  cou’d  ever  equal  this! 

Athel.  Farewel !  and  — •  if  Or  deli  a  lhall  be  thine. 

Bid  her - •  remember  Elfrid - Elfrid - -  oh  !  [Dies. 

Ordg.  [Rifiig.~]  xWgels  receive  thy  dear  departing  Spirit ! 
There  lies  the  vertuous  World’s  Epitome  ! 

All  that  was  greaf  and  good  is  gone  with  thee  !  ■ 

King.  A  Lofs,  like  this,  claims  more  than  loud  Complaint, 
And  1,  who  have  moll  Caufe,  lhall  feel  molt  Grief, 

I,  the  chief  Mourner  at  his  Funeral, 

Will  fee  that  glorious  Obfequies  exprefs 
The  Subje&s  Merit,  and  the  Sov’reign’s  Sorrow  5 
Each  future  Year,  to  expiate  my  pall  Crime, 

I  will  endow  fome  Seat  of  pure  Religion, 

Where  fervent  Pray’rs  from  Choirs  of  holy  Men 
Shall  join  with  mine  for  Mercy  on  my  Sin. 

And  wdiat  his  living  Merits  wou’d  have  claim’d, 

„  Shall  upon  you  and  your  Or  delid  s  Head 


Be 
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Be  doubly  (hom’d  by  me - -  Be  you  the  Heirs 

To  Athelwold' s  high  Titles,  as  his  Vertues. 

And  oh  !  may  this  Example  ferve  to  prove, 

He  treads  on  dang’rous  Ground,  who  walks  on  Love, 
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